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V 

TECHNOLOGY 



AMAZON KINDLE 
PAPERWHITE 

Reading is a great way to 
pass the time when travel¬ 
ing, be it when you’re on a 
long international flight 
or when you’re taking a 
break from a whole day of 
sightseeing. Bringing lots 
of books isn’t ideal though, 
that’s where an Amazon 
Kindle Paperwhite comes 
in! The Paperwhite is Am¬ 
azon’s lightest Kindle to 
date, and it packs tons of 
great features such as a 
300 ppi glare-free display, 
an IPX8 waterproof rating, 
and Audible connectivity 
if you prefer audiobooks. 


GEEKKERY®PELLE TYPE-C CHARGING CABLES 

Bringing gadgets is a must when traveling nowadays, 
though this means that you must always have cables in 
hand for the times your device’s juice runs out. Cheap 
cables won’t be good though, especially as you’ll be 
packing them tightly and using them often. For travel¬ 
ers, Geekkery’s PELLE Type-C cables should do the trick 
as they won’t give out on you anytime soon thanks to 
their leather/denim construction, meaning these cables 
should be able to take a beating! 


FOCAL LISTEN WIRELESS HEADPHONES 


Endure the long flights with these Eocal Listen Wireless 
headphones that have a 20-hour battery life. The closed 
design and large ear pads are all you need to isolate 
yourself from the world while travelling. Rest-assured 
that these also bring maximum comfort, thanks to the 
heat-sensitive memory foam ear cups. 


APPLE IPHONE XS 
MAX (256GB) 

Of all the things to bring 
when traveling, a phone is 
definitely the most impor¬ 
tant; not only will it let you 
stay connected with friends 
and family while abroad, it’ll 
also help immensely with 
navigation. Eor your travel 
needs, an iPhone XS Max is 
the perfect partner. With its 
large display and topnotch 
performance, the XS Max 
has everything you could 
want in a smartphone; not 
to mention that it packs ca¬ 
pable cameras if you need to 
take a quick snap. 




GOPRO HERO? (BLACK) 

GoPros are the ultimate travel cameras as they produce shots 
with unparalleled image quality given their conveniently 
portable form-factor. The latest GoPro - the HERO7, has 
all the features that you’ve come to love from GoPros along 
with even more bells and whistles such as better video stabi¬ 
lization, improved timelapse performance, and live streaming 
capabilities. Best of all, the HERO7 is still just as tough and 
reliable as ever. 


Convinced on getting one (or all) of the travel-ready tech above? You can get them all at Poundit, a leading online gadget 
store in the Philippines. At Poundit, you can buy whatever gadget you need, all without leaving the comfort of your own 
home! Every item you get is also guaranteed to be 100% legit and backed with the manufacturer’s warranty. Use voucher code 
POUNDITPLAYBOY to get P 200 off a minimum single purchase of P 2,000 
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MUSIC 


TRAVEL PLAYLIST 

BY DJ Arra Pascual 

This is something everyone will agree on: listening to music 
while traveling. And DJ Arrays playlist is a choice of music 
that should definitely be in your travel playlist; her dynamic 
upbeat, bursting-in-color-like sound delivers a sensible 
feeling of excitement and energy that will surely hype up 
your travel experience, bobbing your head along the way. 

Here are DJ Arrays suggested songs that you should include 
on your playlist. 

SHUFFLE PLAY 

Sunshine 

Cat Dealers, LOthief, Santti 

You Say 

Ehrling 

Promises (with Sam Smith) 

Calvin Harris, Sam Smith, Jessie Reyez 

Habits (Stay High) - Oliver Nelson Remix 

Tove Lo, Oliver Nelson 

Hollywood 

RAC, Penguin Prison 

Push Pull 

OFFAIAH 

Polar 

Curbi 

You Can Do It Baby 

Mark Knight, Danny Howard 

Electricity (with Dua Lira) 

Silk City, Dua Lipa, Dipio, Mark Ronson 

Coma Cat - Radio Edit 

Tensnake 

V 

So Much Love (feat. Charly Black & Stevie Appleton) 

Afro Bros, Charly Black, Stevie Appleton 

Intoxxxicated 

CANCUN? WEALTHYSELF, Ed. 

Come Closer 

WizKid, Drake 

Pine & Ginger 

Amindi K. Fro$t, Tessellated, Valleyz Kid. 

Love$ick (feat. A$AP Rocky) 

Mura Masa, A$AP Rocky 

Helium 

Shagabond, Noah 

Alma 

Tibasko 

This Filipina hottie is now Asia’s Top Girl DJ. With her prominence as a true club DJ, she earned her way to 
perform all across i8 countries in Asia. Not only does she perform on nightclubs and party venues, but she 
also opened and performed with world’s top DJs like Morgan Page, and Timmy Trumpet, and Hip-Hop star 
Nelly, just to name a few. Arra is on the cover of our September 2014 Playboy Magazine Music Issue. Talk 
about beauty and musical talent, Arra Pascual has it all. 



GAMING 





DAYS GONE , 

There have already been lots of video games set in 
a post-apocalyptic world filled with zombies, but 
Days Gone promises to deliver a fresher take on the 
^ setting. This PlayStation-exclusive title will feature 
^ . a large open-world that’s filled with undead “Freakers” 
and human enemies, all of which act and react to the 
' player and the environment. Think of it like Red Dead 
; Redemption, but in a zombie apocalypse. 




^EKIRO: 

For fans of extremely challenging action titles, Sekiro: Shadows 
Die Twi*oe is a game that must nOF'^i^e missed. Developed by 
^omSoftware (of Dark Souls and Bloodborne fame), Sekiro 
IS another tough action-adventure game in the vein of the 
“Soulsborne” titles. What’s different with Sekiro though is that 
it will have no role-playing elements, meaning players will have to 
"rely on stealth, various tools, and of course, pure skill. 




DEVIL MAY CRY 5 

If you’re looking for a hack-and-slash game that oozes style, look 
no further than Devil May Cry 5. The game is the latest entry to 
the popular DMC series, and it’s shaping up to be an excellent 
return-to-form for the series. Not only do players take on the 
role of Nero and Dante once again, but it’ll also feature crazy 
action and even crazier weapons - think a motorcycle that splits 
into twin blades! 
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LIFESTYLE 



PACKING UP 

Novel Aspect Duffle 
Bag, Herschel 

As much as the In¬ 
ternet would love to 
see you flaunting this 
good old duffle bag 
from Herschel on 
your thirst-trapping 
gym selfie, it is also 
not the worst idea to 
use it as your trusty 
carry-on. Considering 
its reasonable size, 
you can throw in 
your whole wardrobe 
if need be, and a few 
more extras, just in¬ 
case. 


2 ON FOOT 

New Balance 997S 
Heritage Pack 

As per the old max¬ 
im: give a man the 
right pair of sneaks, 
and he will definitely 
fly—hteraHy, wherever 
it is. So, pack up a 
comfy and aestheti¬ 
cally pleasing (cru¬ 
cial) pair that will not 
weigh you down dur¬ 
ing your long walks 
or other scheduled 
activity on your itin¬ 
erary. 


2 FOR THE FEED 

Leica CL camera 
Leica 

You haven’t really 
traveled unless you 
have posted photos on 
your social media ac¬ 
counts. So to rightful¬ 
ly validate your trip, 
a quality mirrorless 
camera in Leica CL 
may help you achieve 
that influencer sta¬ 
tus. Also, given its 
ISO range, low-light 
will never be an issue. 


^ STAY HYDRATED 

Water bottle 
Corkcicle 

Long walks, chang¬ 
ing flights, and pints 
of beer—traveling sure 
is torture, huh? In 
between all these, 
you’ll find yourself 
occasionally want¬ 
ing a glass of water. 
Corkcicle’s triple in¬ 
sulated Water Bottle 
will keep your drink 
cold for up to 25 hours 
and hot for up to 
12 hours, perfect to 
combat that hangover 
from last night. 


e SECURITY 
^ BLANKET 

Passport holder 
astridleather.com 

Crafted with genuine 
leather, this passport 
holder from emerg¬ 
ing local brand Astrid 
Leather does not only 
exude functionality 
but also style. The 
best part? You can 
personalize it by hav¬ 
ing your initials en¬ 
graved on your cho¬ 
sen goods. 
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FRANKIE’S NEW YORK BUFFALO WINGS 


When it comes to chicken wings, this restaurant is sure to hit 
every spot of your hunger. 

Craving for chicken wings that are spicy beyond compare? 
Got an appetite for the biggest, baddest wings? Then boy, 
do we have the answer for you! Frankie’s New York Buffalo 
Wings a.k.a. the best wings in town is the perfect solution to 
your need for wings. 

Established in September 2012 by a group of friends who 
decided to take their love for chicken wings to the next 
level, Frankie’s boasts recipes as fresh and filling like no 


other. Aside from its signature Frankie’s Classic Buffalo 
Wings, the resto also offers 13 other flavors - Nagoya 
Tebasaki, Wicked Wasabi, Kevin’s Bacon, Korean, Salt & 
Pepper, Carribean Jerk, Smokey BBQ, Hickory BBQ, Garlic 
Parmesan, Salted Egg, Cheesy Bacon, Honey Mustard, and 
Honey Garlic. What’s more is that they also offer other 
scrumptious dishes like burgers, pasta dishes, and desserts. 

Frankie’s New York Buffalo Wings is located at the 
following branches: UP Town Center, SM North Edsa, SM 
Megamall, City Golf Plaza, Kapitolyo, SM Aura Premiere, 
Crossroads BGC, and Molito, Alabang (to open in March), 
and SM Fairview (to open in April). 




DRINKS 

Four Iconic 

Alcoholic Beverages in Asia, 

Size up your travel experience by trying these Asian countries 
signature drinks. Here are four iconic drinks you must taste. 



J SAKE, JAPAN 

“ The most popular alcoholic drink in Japan 
is referred to by the Japanese as rice wine. 
Made from fermented rice and it is brewed 
with high alcohol volume. 


3 


MOUTAI, CHINA 

Named after the town where it was made, 
Moutai is dubbed as China’s national liquor. 
Distilled from a fermented grain called red 
sorghum. 


2 SOJU, KOREA 

It literally means burned liquor. This world 
famous, top-selling liquor is birthed from 
either wheat or rice, starch. 


^ MEKHONG, THAILAND 

Often mistaken as whiskey. This drink is 
made from refined sugar and rice, making 
it more of flavored rum. 


PLAYGROUND 


15 






















V 

GROOMING 



PLEXB ALl^i 


LTD RESERVE N^QS 

Brazilian Ptpptr, Ctdarwood, Magnolia 




C L E A 

Madagascan C, 
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GORILLA PERFUME 


DS 

MEN 


GILLETTE FUSION 
PROGLIDE POWER 

Electric shavers are convenient, but they 
can often take up a bit too much space in 
a suitcase, especially for light packers. 
The Gillette’s Fusion Proglide Power then 
is a great choice for travel, as it combines 
the portability of a cartridge razor and the 
convenience of an electric shaver. It is sure 
to give you a better shave with its battery- 
powered micro pulses, plus it features Flex- 
Ball tech which responses to the contours of 
your face to shave off every hair. 


LUSH DIRTY 
SPRINGWASH 
SHOWER GEL 

Lush may seem like a girly 
brand at first, but they do 
have certain products ca¬ 
tered towards men; one 
of which is the Dirty line. 
Among the 'Dirty’ products, 
the Springwash Shower Gel 
is recommended for travel¬ 
ling as it’ll cool you off after 
a long day of travel thanks 
to its spearmint and men¬ 
thol crystals components. It 
also doubles as a shampoo, 
so you’ll save a bit of space in 
your suitcase to boot. 


POND^S MEN ENERGY 


CHARGE MOISTURIZER 

If you are traveling some¬ 
where with low humidity or 
suffering from dry skin, hav¬ 
ing a moisturizer on hand is 
a must. Specifically, Pond’s 
Men Energy Charge should 
do the trick. As it’s created 


with coffee bean extracts 


and energizing vitamins. 
Energy Charge invigorates 
tired-looking skin and gives 
it a refreshed and healthy 
glow, a must after a long day 
of travel. Not to mention that 
it also protects you from sun 
damage. 






FULTON & ROARK SOLID COLOGNE 


MAN POMADE STUN 


No grooming is complete without a good scent, but 
when travelling, it’s often a hassle to bring a big 
bottle of your favorite fragrance. For a scent that’s more 
portable without sacrificing quality, look no further 
than Fulton & Roark’s Solid Cologne. Instead of being 
liquid-based, this cologne comes in a small, portable 
wax from which you can dab your pulse points. And 
because it’s not in liquid form, you can even bring it in 
your carry-on! 


When travelling, it’s important to have a hair-styling 
product that’s versatile; you wouldn’t want to bring 
lots of waxes and gels for different occasions after all. 
That’s where Man Pomade STUN comes in, it’s a water- 
based pomade that has a good amount of hold for more 
formal occasions, but has a matte finish for days when 
you prefer a more natural style. It’s also water-based, 
meaning it’s a breeze to apply and rinse off. 
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GEARBOX 


Petrolheads, as it’s time for another yield, 
and check out these new lines of automobiles. 



LEXUS UX 

This luxurious 5-seater SUV is ideal for city 
driving and long weekend drives. With its 
4-cylinder, the 2.0L enginewon’t have you 
worrying about harsh or steep roads. UX also 
conies with AWD hybrid variants. 


SUBARU FORESTER E-BOXER 

Marking the first hybrid vehicle by Subaru, 
e-Boxer bested the Forester by its symmetrical 
AWD, a 2.0L engine and powerful Li-Ion 
battery-powered electric motor. 




DUCATI MULTISTRADA 950 S 

The trailblazer on the array of new models 
and updates for Ducati is this revamped bike. 
This S version boasts a perfect balance of 
cutting-edge technology for safety and riding 
enjoyment from its Electronic Suspension 
and Cruise Control features, at the same time, 
parades style as it resembles the side 'wings’ 
of its bigger 1620 counterpart. 


PLAYGROUND 17 
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MOVIES AND BOOKS 


D CARBON (TV SERIES) 

GenrerCyberpunk, Science Fiction, Action, 

Neo-noir, Crime 

Travel to the future with the TV adaptation of Richard 
Morgan’s cyberpunk novel: Altered Carbon. Set 
more than 300 years into the dystopian future, the 
protagonist Takeshi Kovacs, who was once a soldie| 
of a eroup of elite warriors, is restored back to life by 
Icmamg his “stack - tiny discs found at the back of the 
neck which houses the human consciousness - into 
a new sleeve or body. 


m 


BODYGUARD (TV SERfES) 

[Genre: Political thriller. Drama || 

HThis six-part political thriller tells the story of 
. a British police officer and Army veteran David 
Budd, who is assigned to protect controversial British 
home secretary Julia Montague, who is jresponsible I 
for all internal affairs of the British government. 

Much of the action revolves on the tug oCai^r between 
Budd’s personal aversions vis-^vis^his professionaL^^ 
engagement to protect Montague. ■ . 


CAPTAIN MARVEL (MOVIE) 

Genre: Action, Adventure, Science Fiction, Fantasy 

Set in the 1990s, the story follows the journey of Carol Danvers, an 
ex-US Air Force fighter, pilot and military unit called “Starforce,” 
Her DNA was fused with that of a Kree during an accident, 
imbibing within her superhuman strength, energy projection, and 
flight. While a galactic conflict between two alien worlds reaches 
Earth, Danvers returns home with questions about her past and 
identity. 


% „ Uv 


s ^ 


tm 




FAHRENHEIT 451 - 

By Ray Bradbury 

Set in the world where television rules 
and literature is on the brink of extinc¬ 
tion, fireman, Guy Montag, starts 
fires rather than putting them out. This 
is because his job is mainly to destroy 
the most illegal of commodities - the 
printed book, along with houses in 
which they are hidden. However, when 
his wife, Mildred, attempts suicide and 
his eccentric neighbor, Clarisse, sud¬ 
denly disappears. Montag begins 
to question everything he has ever 
known. 



- into THIN AIR 

By Jon Krakauer 

Journalist-mountaineer Jon Krakauer 
was standing on the summit of 
Mt. Everest as a bank of clouds was 
assembling on the not-so-distant 
horizon. He saw nothing that seemed 
to suggest that a devastating storm 
was approaching, however, he was 
wrong. The storm, which claimed five 
lives and left innumerable more in 
shambles, is the epic narrative of the 
May 1996 disaster. 
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SSKAIT 

(AJ BACAR) 

Tracing inspirations from his staples Rick N Morty, 
Adventure Time, Kiko Machine and Pugad Baboy, AJ Bacar 
only had to immortalize through art what seems to be a 
conventional, everyday experience to gain the golden boy 
status he has right now. 

After his viral comic firstborn about the bravery of a man 
battling a flying cockroach, Man V. Ipis, the SSKAIT creator 
continues to be inspired to create from life’s most random 
moments and discussions. Following the publishing of his 
online comic-turned-56-page, full-colored booklet, he now 
expands the channel of his creativity through selling sticker 
packs, keychain and t-shirts at comic conventions and 
online. 



HUNGHANG 

FLASHBACKS 


(DREW BORJA) 

A masterful mix of funky and weird-Drew Borja’s art 
style reflects his exuberance to continuously serve 
the fastidious audience a crisp and fresh approach on 
every creation he shapes. 

His infamous webcomics Hunghang Flashbacks 
was the product of his tons of free time while working 
as a full-time graphic designer in Doha, and inspired 
by his habit of reminiscing the good old, crazy 
days with his pals. As unique as such a concept, he 
continues to build a brand that does not only ride on 
trends, but creates a lifetime impact. 


Jusf Play, Boy 



I don’t know, man. I 
wanna fool around. But 
like that’s kinda 


f acebook.com/hun 9 han 9 f lashbacks 


Boy, you’re your Own master. 
If you wanna eat, eat. If you 
wanna sleep, sleep. If you 
wanna play, just play, boy. 
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Q J’m a married man. Of course, I love 
wife, but everything started 
9to seem so predictable and bland 
now. I did a year-long stay overseas for work 
and met someone while I was there. The sex, 
the chemistry, the conversations, everything 
about this girl is amazing! I never told her 
about the wife I have back home. Eventually, 
I had to move back home but Em seriously 
considering to leave everything behind and 
move to where this new girl is. Elow should 
I go about this? 

Thank you for your letter. 

® I shall presume your asking “How 
©should I go about this?” means 
you still want to weigh the pros and cons. 
If you already have made up your mind, 
however, you will want the information on 
the quickest, most pragmatic, and least ex¬ 
pensive (but competent) way to move your 
furniture, get a separation etc. and I am not 
the person to ask. 

However, because you also said: “Fm 
seriously considering to leave everything 
behind” you seem to still have an open 
mind about what the best thing to do is. 

I am no mind reader. Thus, I have no 
idea what the most beneficial healing 
option/s (for all 3 of you—and yes, there 
can be, IMHO) might be open. Whatever 
these might be, here are two questions to 
consider before making a decision: 


1. Are you and Olivia, both happy about your 
possible plan to move where she is? Since 
she doesn’t know you are married, that 
seems unlikely. I think it would be wise to 
tell her the truth and then see how she feels 
about your potential plans before you pull 
up stakes. 

2. You might be confusing love with infatu¬ 
ation? You say you love your wife (let’s call 
her Natasha), and that is most likely true. A 
part of you wants to stay with her despite 
the predictability, even as another pulls you 
towards Olivia. 

But think back: Were your first months 
with Natasha as exciting and thrilling as 
they are with Olivia now? If they were, then 
you should definitely reconsider your plans. 

We all have a need for novelty, and some 
of us have better ways to achieve this than 
others. Regardless, we all do what we can to 
have it in our lives. Some of us find it by 
changing partners every few years, becom¬ 
ing serial monogamists. The more imagi¬ 
native and creative find other ways. 

To make matters more complicated, most 
of us go through basically the same stages 
when we fall in love. 

First, there’s infatuation where you 
meet who you feel is the love of your life. 
New romances are always thrilling. And 
then, they stop being so. 

When that happens, the lucky ones ei¬ 
ther call it quits or move on to the second. 


deeper stage that we call love. 

Those that don’t experience love run the 
gamut anywhere from wishing they could but 
feel trapped when unable to do so, to succumb¬ 
ing to inertia (there’s no guarantee something 
better is out there so better the devil you 
know), to compromising and dulling one’s 
feelings as a poor replacement for love. 

The truly lucky ones realize what they feel 
maybe quieter but no less deep or comfort¬ 
ing than the passion infatuation brings. 
They fall in deeper love with each other and 
don’t want to let go. They either get married 
or, more likely, stay married. 

Research suggests that infatuation can 
last anywhere between a few weeks to 3 years. 
Is it possible you are confusing your infatua¬ 
tion—wanting to be with her all the time, ob¬ 
sessing about her words and actions with love? 
Concluding you love Olivia when it is merely in¬ 
fatuation you are experiencing? Is it also possi¬ 
ble that, were you not infatuated with Olivia, 
you would have willingly come home to Nata¬ 
sha, and again, become the devoted husband 
you probably were before you traveled? 

If the answer to any of these possibilities 
is an actual yes (or even a maybe), then please 
also ask yourself if you are asking too much of 
your marriage. 

Please consider the far-reaching impli¬ 
cations of what you want to do. Seeing a 
therapist might help and write to me again 
if you want to. Good luck! B 
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Immigration Etiquette 

Do’s and Don’ts in Dealing with 
Immigration during Travel 

BY RINGO ORDONEZ 


It’s time to pack up your bags and go off-country. Get to travel to places you’ve been dreaming of, 
experience different cultures, discover new places, try some of their local food, and meet new people. 
With airline companies giving away special promo rates including countries open for tourist. Visa- 
free traveling, nowadays, got simpler and affordable. Before heading to your trip, whether you are 
an experienced flyer or a first-time traveler, here are the few do’s and don’ts you should observe 
when dealing with Immigration: 


Do'S 

• Upon arriving at the airport, make sure all necessary documents such as passport, IDs, plane 
tickets and itineraries are on-hand, for immigration checking. 

• Be sure to arrive four hours prior boarding time. Expect long queues on baggage checks. 

• Bring your own pen so you can fill out required forms, with no delay. 

• When answering questions from an immigration officer, it’U be best to answer politely and honestly. 

• Second screening can occur sometimes in order to clear some documents. Just go with it. 

• Keep calm and relax. This will avoid building up suspicions with airport security. 

• Be nice to the airport personnel and deputies when asking any assistance. 

• Follow airport rules and safety procedures. 

• Follow health-screening procedures. 


Don'ts 

• Don’t be impatient. Airports host a numerous number of passengers all the time. Anticipate long 
queues and heavy influx of people. There are things to do while waiting on the line like, 
listening to music, or reading a book about the place you are about to visit. 

• Airport security is extensive. Avoid becoming irate easily if it took a minute longer during 
baggage checking or frisking. It’s for your own safety, anyway. 

• When it comes to screening, avoid long responses and be concise with your statements to an 
officer. Don’t get too cocky when acknowledging questions. 

• Cracking a joke with an officer is not a good idea. Keep it casual. 

• Never bribe any airport personnel or deputy to speed up the processing. 

• If screened twice, don’t be rude by asking for ease of the process. 

• Airport security is complex and thorough. Getting frisked or baggage being checked 
twice, is normal. Don't be furious cause it won’t help you. 

• Making you go back to full body scanners and X-rays a couple of times can sometimes 
happen. Machines tend to fail every once in a while, or there's probably something in you that 
triggers it. Don’t get enraged quickly. 


Remembering these tips might help you. Don’t forget that keeping it casual and professional is the 
best way for a stress and hassle-free experience with the Immigration. Your journey starts here. Now, 
go! Have fun and enjoy your trip! 









INTERTWINED 

Sex is more than just passionate humping, kissing, sueking, 
and all that. As you may be familiar with, there is quite a 
number of sex types for every kind of oeeasion. 
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Y ou can have sex when you’re feeling 
ecstatic or lonely or hopeful or bland. 
Boning does not require a specific 
time or moment for it to happen. 
The sexy mood can easily be triggered, being 
the innately lustful creatures that we are. And 
when that occasion arises (the dick rises, too), 
you know you’re in for a good, amorous time. 

In every thrust you do, your mind is do¬ 
ing some action, too. Sex and psychology 
are interconnected. Find out how. 

SENSUALSEX 

Perhaps, this type of sex is the most usual 
and conventional. All you need are your 
senses (which you already have) and have 
them working at their fullest. Use your eyes 
to see the wonderland that is your partner’s 
body; your tongue to relish the tantalizing 
flavor; your hands to grip satisfaction; your 
ear to listen to every moan, and your nose 
to sniff the smell of successful mating. 

Your mind tells you to fuck the soul out 
of your partner—and then you will will¬ 
ingly do. 

ROUGH SEX 

Dominance plays a vital role in rough sex. 


The guy can act like a king desiring of 
an unforgettable hump. Or maybe, the 
lady is being a provocative boss giving 
abrupt demands. 

Rough sex only works if both parties 
are into it. Often, one of them is the 
ascendant while the other submissive. 
There has to be some kind of willing¬ 
ness on both sides. After all, there are 
people who like ruling, and some like 
being ruled. 

MAKEUP SEX 

Girl got mad. The guy was upset. For few 
hours, both didn’t interact. And then sud¬ 
denly, they felt the need for a different kind 
of interaction. You know what happened next. 

During makeup sex, both parties real¬ 
ize how important their significant other is. 
They will exchange wet kisses, soft caress¬ 
es, and even tight hugs. Psychology points 
out that bliss as beautiful as the one you can 
experience in makeup sex is a direct out¬ 
come of mood swings. Be done with it and 
you’ll both be okay again. 

BREAKUP SEX 

“Let’s enjoy each other for the last fuckin’ 


time.” Breakups are always ugly, but expe¬ 
riencing them with sex on the side makes 
the blow less painful. This seemingly odd 
type of intercourse revolves around the 
idea of having a peaceful closure. 

Separations need a lot of processing. 
Through breakup sex, both bumpers can 
process their emotions in a slower and sen¬ 
sual way. These individuals can soundlessly 
part ways knowing that they have tasted the 
last ounce of sweet sweat they can savor 
from the other. 

DRUNK SEX 

They say you’re at your truest form when 
you’re under the influence of alcohol. 
Drunk sex is somehow a direct opposite of 
sensual sex, as your main drive is to make 
sex as animated and interesting as possible 
even when you’re drunk. 

Having sex while being drunk may come 
as a challenge for ladies and gents. Their 
minds, however, tell them that they can do 
it amid the situation. And then they go on 
with the action. 

With all the things happening in a round 
of love making, one can indisputably pin¬ 
point that sex is also mental. O 
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FABIO 


It has been a life enveloped with casting calls, business deals, long fights, 
and all things in between for the multi-hyphenated Fabio Ide. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES 
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F or someone who has 
been hopping from one 
continent to another 
his entire life, the Jap¬ 
anese-Brazilian model- 
turned-entrepreneur 
found himself settled and collected 
at the alluring streets of Manila. 

Fahio was 17 years old when he 
was scouted hy a modeling agency, 
which was initially only to cast his 
two sisters in Brazil. He started 
booking commercials, print ads, 
and other stints. 

He was studying law back then in 
line with his father’s aspirations for 
him. 

“He taught it was the best job for 
me that time.” But after moving to 
a bigger agency with international 
ties, it is not long after the global 
market noticed him. Hong Kong was 
the first to be enthralled. 

With the opportunity to travel, be 
independent, and do what he loves, 
the young and ambitious Ide was 
sold into the luring industry. 

However, leaving his family was 
the deal-breaker. His mother, be¬ 
ing a mother, had the hardest time 
of letting him go. But his father gave 
him the biggest support he could ask 
for, who by the way, was a risk-taker, 
too. 

His father’s family was originally 
from the countryside, but his father was the 
only one who had the guts to backpack and 
move to a big city in San Paulo. 

“So, for my dad, I must go,” Fahio enthusi¬ 
astically shared. 

Sixteen years after leaving Brazil and liv¬ 
ing in 13 countries, the 35-year old stumbled 
upon a country who loves him as much as he 
loves it. 

“Philippines has always made me feel at 
home.” 

He never felt away from Brazil. From the 
people, the weather, the vibe, the food, the 
culture, even the religion, Philippines was as 
close to his motherland as it can be. 

The businessman 

hater on, it became a win-win situation as 
a lot of good things started piling up for 
Fahio career and business-wise here in the 
country, “It was perfect.” 

Since deciding to move to the country in 
2010, he was given the chance to broaden 
the target of his good chops and enter the 
entertainment business as an actor. That 
paved a way for him to meet the right 
people. He saw an opening and started to 
invest on his first venture, 71 Gramercy. 
His co-owners Fric Cua and GP Reyes, af¬ 
terward, invited him to become part of The 
Palace, Revel, BAD, Yes Please, The Island, 
and Xylo. 

Fverything was falling into place for him. 


The dad 

Hence, to the growing assemblage of roles he 
plays in real life, adds up yet the most per¬ 
plexing one—fatherhood. 

Fahio lit up when he talked about his 
4-year old daughter Danielle. 

According to him, she made him more fo¬ 
cused than ever, “It’s not just about me now.” 
He added, “There is someone looking up to 
me and I don’t want to fail her.” 

Unfazed with all the succession of events, 
both on his personal and professional life, 
Fahio believes that the key is a balance. A 
masterful mix of work and pleasure makes 
up a good equation. 

The travel junkie 

Traveling was and still is his saving grace. 

He became addicted to the fact of start¬ 
ing fresh, anew. It is his outlet to recharge 
his own batteries and breathe amidst all the 
madness. 

“I just love going to places that I’ve never 
been. I love the smell, the scenario, the col¬ 
ors, the people who I’ve never met before. I 
love exploring new cultures.” 

One of the most memorable places he went 
to was Cape Town in South Africa. What orig¬ 
inally was a 2-week vacation turned out to be 
a 3-month stay. Within those few months, he 
managed to immerse himself into the com¬ 
munity, “I was surfing, playing volleyball at 


the beach. We bought a car for like 
2,000 dollars and painted the car. 
We explored wine farms.” 

As part of the whole travel expe¬ 
rience, he unravels parts of himself 
that he has not seen before. 

“I discover more, not just about 
the place, but about myself Some¬ 
times you need to have your own 
time overseas. And then you don’t 
even notice, you realize you can 
learn so much about yourself,” Fa- 
bio said. 

His most recent trip to Israel a 
few days prior to the interview was 
life-changing. 

“That was the most spiritual and 
intellectual trip. I haven’t done any¬ 
thing like that before. The energy 
on those places made me feel so 
renewed, spiritually speaking.” 

He added, “I like going to places 
you don’t see very much on Insta- 
gram. I want to be in a place that 
has not been explored yet. You’re 
not just following the place where 
everybody wants to be—the hot 
place of the week kind of thing.” 

Apart from personal purposes, 
he makes sure to stitch in a little 
business on his trips. He would 
normally explore the nightlife and 
discover new ideas, given that his 
businesses here are in the same 
industry. 

The relationship guy 

Fahio is romantic. Being single for more 
than a year after a two-year relationship, the 
booming actor admits he has been meeting 
new people here and there. 

The bachelor shared that he is the type 
to give everything in a relationship, “Not 
presents, nice dinners, or other fancy stuff 
though. I’m not the materialistic type.” 

Fahio quickly followed up, “It is more of 
making sure that she knows everything that 
I’m doing, communication, and proper talk.” 

“When I’m in a relationship, I’m in the 
zone.” 

And that includes him, strip teasing once 
for a woman. He definitely does it all. 

For now, he is still in search of that wom¬ 
an: with a good balance spunk, to urge a con¬ 
versation and poise, to pacify his vigor. 

With his uncompromising good looks, 
you can’t really miss Fahio Ide. But it his 
animated personality, raw stories, and hard 
work that will make you gaze. 

He has gone places before, and surely, will 
reach a lot more. 

ing care of her man all the while being 
independent is a plus. Yani also thinks that 
being happy and positive even in the face 
of adversity can make a woman seductive. 
Such can be manifested through one’s grate¬ 
fulness of what they have a just going with 
the flow. □ 
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TRAVEL 



There are 5 million Airbnb 

listings worldwide in over 
81,000 cities. 


53% of global travelers report ^ 
that they are interested to take 
more weekend trips in 2019. 


An average of 2 million people 
is staying in an Airbnb per 
night. 



! in over ^ 

\ ^ ^ /drbnb is available in over ^ 

^ 190 countries worldwide. I 

aviation as there 



2017 was the safest year for 
aviation as there were 

o commercial passenger jet 
deaths in the whole year. 


AIRBUS A38C 
The biggest current commercial 
airliner which can fit 853 people in 
an all-economy class configuration 

AMERICAN AIRLINES 
World’s largest airline by fleet size 
with over 950 airplanes 


42 MILLION 

42 million, or three out of five Filipinos 
15 years old and above are domestic 
tourists, meaning they have visited 
tourist spots within the Philippines. 


SINGAPORE CHANGI AIPORT 

The world’s best airline 
according to Skytrax 

HARTSEIELD-IACKSON 
ATLANTA INTERNATIONAL 
AIRPORT 

The world’s busiest airport with 

104 million passengers annually 



Filipinos can visit 66 countries without 
avisa, which ranks the Philippine Passport 
as the 75th in World Passport rankings. 

42 million, or three out of five Filipinos 
15 years old and above are domestic tourists, 
meaning they have visited tourist spots 
within the Philippines. 

The Philippines recorded 5.9 million 
international tourists near the end of 2018. 



Planes are up in the air at the same 
time at different points of the day. 
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Around 24,000 passenger, and 
cargo aircraft are currently in 
service worldwide. 


BOEING AND AIRBUS 

Both companies having roughly 

50% of global market share in 

commercial airliners 
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“And then he just...never texted me baek. Like he totally...whafs the word?” 































Food Tour of Asia 

Whether you are perusing on the streets of Tokyo or dilly-dallying along the roads ofNami Island, the best way to engulf yourself to the culture 
and heritage of a place is to have a taste of what it has to offer. Infused on every ingredient is a speck of history you can relish once more. 


BY APEC STAANA 


JAPAN 

Japanese cuisine has always been a crowd-favorite. Who dares saying ‘no’ to 
a buttery, melt-in-your-mouth slice of a fresh tuna sashimi, right? But apart 
from the tastes and flavors of the food themselves, it is the whole dining 
experience that you are paying for. There is a certain charm on the customs 
and traditions of an authentic Japanese fare. From the intricate prepping 
and serving, you get to glance at its rich culture through a single serving of 
a museum-worthy dish. Its diverse selection of food offers also caters to all 
price points: from cheap street eats to a gourmet Michelin star quality plate. 
Plus, your palate will be surprised to discover the countless specialties every 
region boasts, making each location fairly unique to another. 






















SINGAPORE 

If the Chinese, Indian, Malaysian and Peranakan cuisines had a 
bahy that would be the Singaporean cuisine. Same as the place 
itself, the culinary scene is a good medley of influences and 
tastes across its neighboring countries. The gustatory haven, 
however, offers a slight allowance for dishes which Singapore 
can proudly call as signatures; case in point: its Hainanese 
Chicken, Char Kway Teow, and Chili Crabs. 




HONGKONG 

Same as Singapore, Hong Kong can also thank its other Asian pals for their 
major contribution on its culinary scene, with special mention to China. 
Cantonese cuisine has beautifully tainted the region’s food techniques and 
styles. But in between its pocket-sized districts filled with the tastiest street 
foods are sneaking international menus. Lebanese, Sri Lankan, Sichuan, 
Nordic: name it, Hong Kong has it. 













Left Page: Singapore's signature Peking duck, dessert tart, Mixed Seafoods in Chili Sauce and Rice noodles. Hong Kong's 
sums. Right Page: Thailand's Pad Thai, scorpions, and banana crepe. The famous Khao San Road at night. 

Photo Credits: Singapore - Angelo Ibe/lya Fraginal, Hongkong - Angelo Ibe, Thailand- AJ Jose 


THAILAND 

Hitting all your taste points is the magic of Thai cuisine. The 
country has perfected the harmonious balance of sweet, sour, salty, 
hitter and spicy, making each hite a party in your mouth. Not the 
overwhelming type though. Thailand loves its spices and herhs, too. 
These, along with fish sauce, a mellow salt substitute, give up a good 
layer of flavors. Same as Japan, each part of the country holds a 
variety of traditional grubs ranging from mains to desserts. 















Opening Spread: South Korea's infamous desserts Nutella-Banana 
crepes and Strawberry Bingsu. Tourist spots Bukchon Hanok Village 
and Seoul Station. Opposite Page: Street delicacies Hweori Gamja 
(Tornado Potato) and Yangnyeom Tongdak (Korean Fried Chicken). 
Aboue: Spring Cherry Blossom Festival at Yeouido Island. Below: 
Cheongyechon Stream. Shopping area Myeongdong. 

Photo Credits: AJ Jose 
















SOUTH 

KOREA 

South Koreans love to take their time in terms of cooking as 
evidenced hy the presence of fermentation in most of their dishes. 
The concentrated flavor of every dish, he it a stew, condiment, or 
meat, surprisingly is not as overpowering as it seems to he; it is 
more of a warm, hearty hug from your mother’s home cooking. 
Also included in the whole dining pleasure of South Korea is 
their Smorgasbord of set menus. You get to taste a little hit of 
everything without magically numbing your tastebuds. 
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self-proclaimed go-getter, 
Fil-Am model Tawny Jor¬ 
dan is on her way to bnild- 
ing her career jnst the way 
she wants it. We qnietly sit 
n a corner waiting for her 


to rise. 

“Apart from finally being able to man¬ 
age a bnsiness, I ambitionsly want to star 
in a PLAYBOY cover,” the ever-sednctive 
Tawny Jordan prondly declares. With these 
words alone, the lady yon see now has ef¬ 
fortlessly captnred onr attention. It’s qnite 
typical for any model to want a magazine 
featnre. Bnt for someone to actnally dream 
of fronting onr rag is an entirely different 
scenario. 


Ladies and gents, here is Tawny Jordan, 
definitely getting what she aspires of 

Althongh she grew np in a small town 
in Chicago, Tawny was raised the Filipino 
way. She has a Filipina mother who ex¬ 
posed her to onr nniqne cnltnre, from the 
colorfnl cnltnral dances to the interest¬ 
ingly exqnisite Filipino cnisine. She even 
watches Tagalog films; yon bet she can 
ntter a sweet Mahal Kita dedicated to her 
adoring followers. 

Now 27, this stnnning lass knows how to 
play her cards well She is now an agency 
owner in Las Vegas, attentively tracking 
and managing her company’s daily trans¬ 
actions. Thanks to her snpportive dad 
(which she certainly looks np to), she can 


handle the ins and onts of the bnsiness 
smoothly. 

This incredible lady is not totally an of¬ 
fice girl, thongh. After answering emails 
early in the morning, she does her car- 
dio workont rontine to stay in shape. Jnst 
look at her snapshots. It is evident—with 
her appealing cnrves and hard-to-miss 
form—that she definitely has it. 

Fven in her early years. Tawny has 
showed what it is to be an eager beaver. 
She actnally earned her black belt in ka¬ 
rate at a yonng age. She also does boxing 
and yoga. Mnsic and traveling are both her 
passions as well. With the many things go¬ 
ing on in her life, she is still craving more 
opportnnities to grow. “One of my goals 
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this year is to learn how to speak 
Italian,” she points ont. Tawny is a 
firehall, to say the least. 

“I have a strong sonl that led me 
to where I am today. Tve always be¬ 
lieved in myself and never gave np,” 
states Tawny. Yon can see throngh 
the glare of her heantiful hazel eyes 
that she is a driven woman who 
want to he an inspiration to others. 
Snltry, mesmerizing, and nplifting. 
Tawny is an epitome of a trne sexy. 

Speaking of sexy. Tawny believes 
that a great personality with the 
right amonnt of confidence exndes 
sexiness. When asked what she finds 
sexy in men, she briefly answered 


“their energy.” It is qnite nncompli- 
cated for a man to maintain high en¬ 
ergy when Tawny’s aronnd, we say. 

A tip for the gents ont there. Taw¬ 
ny likes to try new things when trav¬ 
eling. She enjoys sharing a glass of 
wine, kissing in the rain, and filling 
her tnmmy with good grnb. Given 
the latter, many men can easily re¬ 
late. 

Tawny Jordan gets what she wants. 
Bnt yon see, she has worked really 
hard to achieve mnltiple snccess. 
With snch charm and persistence as 
hers, getting something conld be as 
effortless as her alinre and stance. 

o 


hare a strong soul 
that led me to where I 
am today, Vve always 
believed in myself and 
never gave up,^’ 
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Around the world—America included—forced labor is alive and well. Our correspondent 
meets survivors and activists striving to break the chains once and for all 


Consider this: Just about every product 
you consume and every service you use is 
at least a tangential result of forced labor. 
Someone put his or her sweat into giving 
you something, and she or he did so not out 
of free will but because of fraud, coercion, 
threats or abduction. 

Your clothes almost certainly came 
from a country where people labor for 
wages of less than $2 a day while enduring 
threats, beatings and hazardous working 
conditions. Your food— whether eaten at 
a restaurant, handed to you by a roadside 
vendor or purchased at a grocery store landed 
on your plate thanks in part to farm workers 
who were victims of human trafficking. The 
domestic worker who cleans your home 
or watches your children may have been a 
teacher in the Philippines before being lured 
here by a bogus recruitment agency. 

The International Labor Organization, 
which tries to police the global agreements 
banning human trafficking, estimates that 
for every 1,000 people in the world, 5.4 are 
victims of modern slavery: 16 million people 
in the private sector; 4.8 million (mostly 
women) who are victims of forced sexual 
exploitation; 4 million in state forced labor 
such as prisons; and 15 million virtually all 
of them women trapped in forced marriages, 
which we don’t usually think of as slavery. 

In fact, modern-day slavery bears little 
resemblance to the familiar depictions 
of malnourished people in chains. Threats 
are mostly subtler than physical violence: 
If the victims don’t comply, the traffickers 
can get them deported or make veiled threats 
against their families, which is especially 
effective with workers who have little contact 
with their loved ones. Traffickers can fill out 
all the proper immigration forms but mask 
the true destination of workers, knowing 
that enforcement is scattershot and the 
penalties minimal—mostly falling on the 
workers themselves. The forced laborers, 
who often speak little if any English, have 
scant knowledge of workplace laws, leading 
to stolen wages, exhausting work hours and 
arduous accommodations. And it’s likely 
worse than current statistics would have you 
believe. According to Polaris, an international 
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antislavery advocacy group, “the individuals 
whose cases were reported likely represent 
only a very small fraction of the number of 
actual victims.” 

If we want to eradicate slavery once and 
for all, we’d better start with a good hard 
look at the masks it wears. 

• • • 

Jose Rodriguez heard from a friend about 
a job working state fairs in the eastern United 
States. Eager to make more than his meager 
earnings in Mexico, he leapt at the opportunity. 
“The whole point of coming to the U.S. is that the 
little money you make here seems to be 10 times 
more than what you can make in Mex- ico,” he 
teUs me. So one day in 2010, the then 20-year- 
old left his home in the state ofVeracruz, Mexico 
to join up with four other men on a day-long bus 
trip to a Texas border crossing. At the border- 
control post, a lawyer met the men and assisted 
their processing under the H-2B visa program, 
which covers nonagricultural temporary 
work. The next day, the five men flew to 
LaGuardia Airport in New York, where they 
were hustled into a van and driven to a state 
fair in New Jersey. 

At the fair, Rodriguez would set up tents, 
lights and grills and do food prep. He often 
worked 12 hours a day, with no breaks 
except to run to the bathroom. It wasn’t till 
he had made it through the first fair that 
he learned he would be making $400 for 
the week. “Because I didn’t know English, I 
didn’t know my rights at all,” he says. 

But working so hard for so little was only 
the beginning. The men, 10 in all, lived in a 
single bedroom mobile home. They slept on 
small beds, one of which Rodriguez had to 
share with a friend—“family style,” he calls 
it. They had no heat, no food, no working 
toilets or even running water. Electricity was 
supplied by a gas-powered generator. 

When Rodriguez’s last fair job finished, 
the trafficker hooked up the mobile home 
to a truck and drove it to Astoria, New 
York, where he parked the vehicle in a 
locked car wash. Then he left. The men were 
stranded without food or water and with no 
idea what would happen next. Eventually 
they managed to pool a few dollars, slip under 
the fence and buy some coffee and cookies. 


The activity raised suspicions, and thanks to 
the police and a nonprofit organization that 
assists immigrants, the men were relocated 
to a nearby refugee hotel. When the trafficker 
arrived back at the car wash, he was arrested 
and forced to pay the men a part of the 
money they were owed. Rodriguez was able 
to get a work permit to stay in the country 
in exchange for agreeing to testify, two years 
later, at the trial of the trafficker. He is now 
a citizen. 

• • • 

Although slavery has existed for as long 
as peo- pie have congregated into organized 
societies, today it’s a $150 billion worldwide 
business. The problem is metastasizing at a 
scale we’ve never encountered before due to 
three major factors: global commerce, 
war and the planetary climate crisis. 

Eirst and foremost, forced labor is an 
integral part of the machinery of the global 
economy. Most industries profit less from 
innovation than they do from a dogged 
reliance on lower labor costs. To that end, 
labor brokers feed an economic supply 
chain across continents, creating a tangle 
of relationships that stretches from the 
factory floor to the executive suite all to 
create a sheen of plausible deniability about 
the conditions under which human be- ings 
work for pennies. Meanwhile, deals such as 
the North American Eree Trade Agreement 
impose austerity on small producers who 
cannot compete against better equipped 
and relentlessly cost-cutting companies, 
turning farmers into for hire laborers. This 
system hums along unchallenged largely 
because unions, especially in the U.S., have 
been cut down in size and power. 

Second, wars envelop vast areas of the 
globe and sometimes last for decades. Of 
the unprecedented 68.5 million people 
displaced from their homes by late 2017, 25.4 
million are refugees who have fled because 
of government-sponsored armed conflict. 
The brutal civil war in Syria has generated 
an astonishing 5.6 million refugees, most of 
whom have fled the Assad regime’s relentless 
conventional and chemical warfare attacks 
on civilians living in rebel-affiliated areas. 

And then there’s climate change. Human 


FEATURE 45 




rapacity and political dysfunction have 
intensified droughts and famines, bankrupting 
millions of already desperate people, especially 
in Africa, and forcing them off their small plots 
of farmland or from villages where wells have 
dried up and crops have withered. All those 
people end up desperately trying to scratch out 
an existence, making them prime targets for 
human traffickers, who are increasingly part of 
sophisticated organized crime groups. 

Global inaction or indifference has been a 
persistent obstacle. The 1930 Forced Labor 
Convention mandated an end to forced or 
com- pulsory labor, but eight decades later 
governments are still quibbling over how it 
should be enforced. In 2014, an update to the 
original Labor Convention passed, detailing 
new legal and educational steps governments 
and employers should take to end the scourge. 
But in 2018, Mozambique became only the 
25th country to adopt the new document. 

• • • 

Like Dorothy in The Wizard of Oz, Ronny 
Marty found himself not in Kansas, where 
he had been promised a job by a supposed 
recruiter in his native Dominican Republic, 
but headed to Huntsville, Alabama, crammed 
in a van with other bewildered workers. 
He had come to America for a $9-an-hour 
job at a Kansas hotel; instead, he ended up 
earning $7.25 an hour at a local manufacturer 
an amount that dwindled to $40 a week 
after a raft of deductions demanded by the 
trafficker. Marty and three other men had to 
cough up gas money for the trip to Huntsville 
and $300 each per month for a tiny, shabby 
apartment. He also noticed that his visa was 
for only three months, not the promised nine 
months, which would mean more fees for an 
extension. 

There was a point at which the workers 
were forced to pool their money just to feed 
themselves. “Everybody was pitching in, 
putting money there to buy the groceries, and 
I didn’t have money,” he recalls. “I sometimes 
stayed in my apartment and cried.” 


Marty got his freedom only because of 
the trafficker’s greed. It turned out the latter 
was collecting the rent total from the men, 
paying the landlord half and pocketing the 
rest. When the rent was long overdue, the 
landlord became suspicious and connected 
the men with a local reporter. The employer 
threatened to have them deported if they 
spoke out, but Marty reasoned he had 
nothing to lose and told his story publicly. 
Months later, he gained permanent resident 
status. Soon after that, he eagerly agreed to do 
something unusual: He become a member 
of the U.S. Advisory Council on Human 
Trafficking. It was unusual because most 
trafficked people want only to find a job 
and remain anonymous, fearing a system 
that could inflict more pain if they make 
waves. And fear, of course, is what keeps 
the trafficking wheels greased. 

• • • 

It isn’t just unskilled labor at risk. Noel 
Abalos was a teacher in the Philippines; 
he also held down jobs as a sports 
coordinator, a soccer coach and head of 
a school physical education department. 
Working seven days a week, he earned 
22,000 pesos (equivalent to roughly $500) 
a month. “I’d been working my ass off,” 
he says as we sit in a small coffee shop in 
Burlin- game, California, just south of San 
Francisco. “I think I won’t be able to give 
my children a good future, and my wife 
was pregnant back then, so I had to think of 
the future.” He heard about an opportunity 
other friends had leapt at: to teach in the 
United States. “They were able to become 
rich so fast. They were able to buy houses 
that are nice, and they were able to send 
their kids to a prestigious school.” Abalos 
scoured newspaper advertisements for 
teaching opportunities. He finally found a 
local agency that seemed to have links with 
recruiters from the U.S. Before getting the 
first job offer, though, he had to pony up an 
ever-increasing amount of cash for various 


services, with the agency taking some or all 
of each payment. It started with an agency 
membership fee of 1,000 pesos, then a 
resume preparation process for 25,000. Each 
time an American human resources person 
would arrive, the recruits were dunned $200 
for a “training class,” which amounted to the 
foreigner marketing a U.S. school district. 
Then came a torrent of certification tests 
administered by U.S. school districts each 
with its own price tag. 

All told, Abalos says, he laid out $12,000 
before he set foot in the U.S. He had to borrow 
$6,000 to cover the costs, at interest rates so 
high that he ended up owing $16,000 on the 
loans. Of course, the “authorized” lending 
firms were all in cahoots with the recruiting 
agency. While waiting for a job, “I had to find 
work just to pay for the interest,” he says. 
He might have been lucky: A friend of his, 
Saturnina Encarnado, who would also be 
exploited by the same trafficker, estimated 
her costs to be more than $23,000. 

And then he waited. Waited for the offers 
to come. Waited for shoddy visa documents 
to be corrected by the agency he was already 
paying. Waited for the chance to start 
climbing out of his deep debt hole. 

He finally got a job offer in the middle 
of a school year. After shelling out money 
for his own ticket and agreeing to pay yet 
another $1,600 for three months of local 
transportation and lodging, he landed in 
Wilson County, North Carolina. Except when 
he arrived, there was no job. And to make 
matters worse, he heard that a group of other 
teachers he knew had been crammed into 
a van and driven to a building in Roanoke 
Rapids, North Carolina that had no internet, 
no phone and virtually no neighbors. The 
recruiter wanted to isolate them essentially, 
to hold them captive until he could move 
them into jobs so they couldn’t report back 
to the Philippines. 

Abalos was close to cracking, especially 
because of what his wife was going through 


A PIMP MADE HER TATTOO HIS NAME ON 

HER CHEST. AS HE DID WITH HUNDREDS 
OF OTHER GIRLS. TO SHOW OWNERSHIP. 
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halfway around the world. “She’s the one 
getting all the harassment from these 
lending firms and from the people we owed 
money to. She’s getting distressed too. That, 
for me, was terrible. I was really at the point 
where I couldn’t talk anymore,” he recalls, 
his eyes moistening at the memory. 

Still, Abalos was lucky. He and the other 
teachers were able to extricate themselves, 
thanks in part to the advocacy of GABRIELA 
Washington, D.C., a chapter of an alliance that 
advocates for the rights of FilLpino women and 
teachers. With the financial help of a sister, he 
made his way to California, where he now hves. 
He has stood in hne on the side of a road near 
a Home Depot to get construction gigs, worked 
as a caregiver and taken on some substitute 
teaching while he tries to get full-time teaching 
credentials. In some of the jobs, “I wasn’t getting 
the rate that I was supposed to be paid,” he says. 
“But you can’t do anything, because that’s 
the only job available. It’s about survival. 
You have to survive.” 

• • • 

When it comes to sexual exploitation, 
there is debate about what it looks like and 
who is inflicting it. Ninety nine percent of its 
victims are adult women and girls, according 
to the International Labor Organization; are 
they controlled by criminal organizations, 
small time pimps or predatory boyfriends? 
It appears that in the areas of highest 
exploitation Asia and the Pacific region 
account for more than 70 percent of forced 
sexual-exploitation cases organized crime rings, 
sometimes modest in size, control a significant 
part of the activity. Victims include women who 
find themselves working in massage parlors that 
act as fronts for transactional sex. In other cases, 
the reality can lurk behind a romantic veneer. 
“Sex traffickers are boyfriends,” argues Lois Lee, 
founder and president of Children of the Night, a 
non-profit organization (started with a grant from 
the Playboy Foundation in 1979) that provides 
services and advocacy for children and young 
people who are sexually exploited in prostitu- tion 
worldwide. “The sex-trafficking thing is buHshit,” 
she says. “These guys fill them up with this pipe 
dream: T’m going to build a business and I’m 
going to have a house and you’re going to have my 
baby.’ And these girls want what every other 
htde girl is told she’s supposed to want.” 

When I speak with Jocelyn (not her real 
name), she gives some credence to Lee’s view. 
“It started off by running away from home,” 
she teUs me by phone from her residence in 



Dallas. “I was flushed through the system 
foster care, group homes, juvenile hall. I 
had a friend who was in the system, and 
she was recruiting me even though I didn’t 
realize it. I met this guy. We were hanging 
out, and he said I could make money. He took 
me to his home, gave me food, and he took 
my virginity.” Within a few weeks, he had 
drugged the then 15-year-oId. While she 
was unconscious, she was raped by multiple 
men, she says, who paid money. 

Pimps came and went in her life, until 
she linked up with one who made her tattoo 
his name on her chest, as he did with the 
hundreds of other girls he controlled, to show 
ownership. “I portray myself as his 
girlfriend, but it is a business,” she says. 
Today, 20 and pregnant, Jocelyn has moved 
off the streets, which were increasingly 
dangerous, and into a strip club. Although she 
can quit, she is still in many ways in forced 
labor. “The men are breaking the girls down 
so that even when they’re adults that’s all 
they know how to do,” she says. 

• • • 

Beate Andrees has been working on global 
slavery for close to two decades, brought to the 
issue by personal experience. Born and raised 
in the former East Germany, she had a friend 
who was imprisoned, for political reasons, 
in a forced labor camp. That sent Andrees, 


some years later, into academic research on 
the topic, which in turn led to a job for the 
German parliament and a lecturing position 
at the Free University of Berlin. In 2003, she 
joined the International Labor Organization, 
where she oversees its main initiatives to end 
forced labor. Her job is a strenuous exercise 
in global human rights diplomacy: trying to 
get governments, companies and the lower- 
level labor brokers to play by new rules. 

When I press her about the perceived 
inevitably of human trafficking, she calls 
herself a “reasonable optimist.” She explains: 
“A few years ago, before the Syria crisis broke 
out, we had worked with the Jordanian 
government on child labor for many years, 
and we were quite close to basically declaring 
Jordan child labor-free because they had taken 
very effective measures. Then the war breaks 
out, you have millLons of refugees pouring into 
the country....” Result: Child labor skyrockets. 
“It’s very difficult for parents to find a job. 
Usually the children get picked up by the labor 
workers, and they work on the plantations 
because they’re cheap and available and there 
are no schools, with some exceptions. So it’s a 
tough choice to make for those families, who are 
basically struggling for survival.” 

She points to a breakthrough, also involving 
Jordan. Unscrupulous brokers would typically 
recruit women from Nepal to work in Jordan 
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for apparel companies 
that were, at best, 
willfully ignorant of the 
rampant exploitation 
of workers. Once the 
women arrived, they 
usually found the pay 
to be half the promised 
$300 monthly salary, 
but many were too 
poor to return home. 

Enter the ILO and other 
partners, including 
companies such as 
Gap Inc. (which had 
been on the wrong 
side of the issue), 
and a program that 
essentially eliminates 
the middlemen and 
educates women at 
the village level about 
their contracts and 
rights. Now, says Alix 
Nasri, an ILO specialist 
based in Qatar, the 
women do not pay fees 
to get work and “are 
much more likely to understand the terms of 
their contract, are less likely to report being 
deceived about working conditions and are 
more confident in their ability to voice their 
opinions at work.” 

Another ILO approach is the economic 
carrot on a stick. As Guy Ryder, the ILO 
general director, told 1,000 CEOs at a June 
2018 consumer goods summit in Singapore, 
“Businesses have a central role to play in 
fighting the global scourge of forced labor. 
It is not just the right thing to do; it makes 
economic sense too. Value chains that are free 
of forced labor are much more productive 
and sustainable than those that cut costs 
and whose workers toil in conditions akin 
to slavery.” Ryder’s point is that, putting 
morality to one side, low-wage labor turns 
over rapidly, forcing companies to constantly 
spend money to find new hires. 

The Nepal-to-Jordan experiment, the 
tireless work of people like Andrees and 
the prodding of leaders like Ryder do make 
a difference. The number of child laborers, 
for example, declined by more than 94 
million between 2000 and 2016—though 
no one can explain precisely the reasons 
for the drop. Indeed, child-labor statistics 
can highlight the maddening challenges 
antislavery activists face. Because of 
insufficient funding for research, they 
buttress their arguments with data that is 


sometimes contradictory and incomplete. 
(The United Nations Office on Drugs and 
Crime database, for example, tracks cases 
only up to 2015.) They brandish international 
agreements signed by governments whose 
commitment to enforcing national laws 
ebbs and flows with time and shifting 
political leadership. 

Overlapping, chronically underfunded and 
often competing, nonprofits do not have the 
wherewithal to scale up a Nepal-to-Jordan 
success. Without painful penalties—such 
as long prison terms for corrupt or negligent 
executives—they must rely on the willingness 
of companies to obey higher standards. Every 
manager, up and down the corporate ladder, 
wants to show profits to keep their own job, and 
so a constant hawkKke vigilance is called for. 

• • • 

Ultimately, the only way to come close to 
shrinking human trafficking is to ensure 
that workers have real power. In the US. and 
throughout the world, even as they confront 
dwindling union influence, workers and their 
leaders are pushing back, sometimes looking 
to harness power inside new pre-union 
organizations. Populist uprisings in response 
to economic austerity have manifested 
themselves at the ballot box: Andres Manuel 
Lopez Obrador, who once led a mass refusal 
to pay sky-high electric bills, rode the long¬ 
term economic crisis in Mexico to victory in 


the country’s recent 
presidential election. 

The current efforts 
to end forced labor are 
crucial, but Andrees is 
clear: “The NGOs will 
focus on short-term 
assistance. You need to 
change the bargaining 
power. NGO work 
doesn’t replace the need 
to invest in collective 
bargaining and the 
empowerment that 
comes from having your 
own organization that 
engages in collective 
bargaining and also 
in social dialogue on 
policy matters with 
the government.” 

Still, because Andrees 
has to work with 
businesses, she is 
extraordinarily diplomatic, 
using slightly wonky 
language to telegraph 
an uncomfortable truth 
about slavery: It exists because workers are at 
the mercy of a harsh economic system and 
a set of laws that can’t always distinguish 
between permissible and nonpermissible 
exploitation. It’s a fine line between forced 
labor that violates international law and 
Walmart producing billions of dollars’ 
worth of goods in Chinese factories that 
operate legally but pay people subsistence 
wages, if that. The law-breaking traffickers 
are always looking for the seam through 
which they can make a buck at the expense 
of workers—but so are Walmart and its 
corporate brethren. 

Or to take it closer to home: Jose Rodriguez, 
Ronny Marty, Noel Abalos and “Jocelyn” 
fell victim to predatory traffickers who broke 
laws, but they were exploited within the 
U.S., where earning the minimum wage 
is a license to live in poverty. And every 
day, from the Supreme Court down to the 
factory floor, workers face a narrowing of 
rights that translates to smaller paychecks 
and less security. 

In essence, the end of human trafficking 
will come when workers have the leverage 
in an ever-mutating economic system to 
make sure they get paid what they deserve. 
Just imagine: the demon of slavery exorcised 
from all the underpriced possessions that 
surround and sustain us. You can’t put a price 
on that. □ 
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MISS MARCH IS MISS IN D E P E N D E NT AS SHE PROVES 
SHE NEEDS NO MAN TO LIVE HAPPILY AND SUCCEED. 
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S tanding at $’7, Miss March makes 
it evident at once that she is a 
woman of her own terms. Mary 
Marian Jocson, or “Yani” as she 
is fondly called, takes matters 
to her own hands to achieve her 
goals and dreams. Aside from her 
strong personality that’s snre the 
captivate anyone, she flannts her vital statistics of 36- 
26-35 - a real head-tnrner. Playmate Yani is a regnlar 
at the gym as she loves to exercise which makes it a 
no-hrainer on how she maintains a volnptnons frame. 
Not to mention, she also has a knack for dancing which 
she considers her talent too. As a self-confessed jetset- 
ter, Yani also takes care of her figure by traveling locally 
and internationally. It’s no wonder since she delights 
in experiencing new things - may it be places, people, 
things, or adventures. 

Playmate Yani professes that she describes herself as 
a smart, ambitious, and resourceful woman. She’s the 
kind that strives her best to get things done by herself 
before she resorts to asking for assistance from oth¬ 
ers. This is due to her personality that she doesn’t trust 
others easily until she has a proof to do so. Determined 
and aggressive, Yani does not give up easily especially 
if it’s something that she really wants to pursue. Even if 
she feels she’s lacking in doing something, she’s dead- 
set in accomplishing the task at hand and will give her 
utmost efforts. 

Yani has always dreamt of being a famous model and 
a successful woman. In fact, she has been in a number 
of car shows to work towards that dream. She aspired 
to be a Playmate for as long as she can remember and 
now that she’s one, she’s eager to prove her adequacy 
to be one. According to Yani, the best part of being a 
Playmate is having to work with the team in putting 
together the shoot that she’s always envisioned. 

She proves to be a woman in control of her own 
decisions saying that each day should mark a new be¬ 
ginning. Playmate Yani says you should give yourself 
permission to say no without feeling guilty, mean or 
selfish because sometimes you have to forget what you 
feel and remember what you deserve. Miss March adds 
you should not hide behind your fear and instead, trust 
yourself You should say what you want to say, do what 
you want to do and remain positive no matter what be¬ 
cause that’s all it takes for good things to happen. 

For Playmate Yani, it is beyond the physical attri¬ 
butes, like looks and physique, that makes a woman 
sexy. What makes a woman sensuous and appealing 
are her heart and soul. She adds that being able to do 
numerous things and taking care of her man all the 
while being independent is a plus. Yani also thinks that 
being happy and positive even in the face of adversity 
can make a woman seductive. Such can be manifested 
through one’s gratefulness of what they have a just go¬ 
ing with the flow. 
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Miss March finds men who have a sense of hnmor hnt still are polite 
as sexy. What she likes in men is for them to understand everything 
about her and make a lot of effort to make her happy even just the lit- 
tlest things. She likes a mature guy who can truly handle a relationship 
- someone who can accept all her flaws and fears and still stay hy her 
side; someone who doesn’t care about her past or what other people 
say; someone who won’t give up easily if something bad happens in 
the relationship but instead looks forward to have a new future with 
her. Playmate Yani reveals that what turns her on is manly smell, neat¬ 
ness, and of course, good attitude. On the contrary, what turns Yani off 
is rudeness, overstepping boundaries, and being a bore. Yani’s ideal 
romantic evening is one spent by the beach - spending the whole night 
and having a wonderful time with her man. Her idea on romance is 
spending a lot of time together - be it just simple things like travel¬ 
ing, watching movies, playing around, or just having a simple romantic 
dinner - as long as he’s trying his best to make her feel loved and his 
number one priority. O 
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INTERVIEW: M, 

A candid conversation with the seientist, humanist and (depending on whom you ask) Intellectual 
Dark Web overlord on Ameriean orthodoxies—religious and seeular, liberal and conservative 


At a moment when public discourse seems 
increasingly split between the virtue¬ 
signaling left and the dog-whistling right, 
Sam Harris inhabits what some call the rad¬ 
ical center. A philosopher, neuroscientist, 
critic of religion and defender of controver¬ 
sial thinkers under siege, he is more or less 
equally dubious of Donald Trump, Islamic 
fundamentalism, identity politics and lib¬ 
eral sanctimony. If you believe deeply in 
something—from God to Kanye—chances 
are Harris has a pin to pop your balloon. 

The New York Times last year lumped 
Harris in with a rising band of outsider 
pundits dubbed the “Intellectual Dark Web” 
along-side such high-minded provocateurs as 
psychologist Jordan Peterson, mathematician 
Eric Weinstein and Daily Wire founder Ben 



“Your points trump other points, and that’s one 
reason we’re so politically dysfunctional. The left 
eats itself in a way that the right doesn’t.” 


Shapiro. Aside from being mostly white men, 
they have little in common other than assorted 
eyebrow-raising opinions that arguably keep 
them locked out of mainstream media and 
academia. Screw affirmative action! Bring on 
stricter border control! Multiculturalism 
sucks! Harris dismisses the whole alliance 
as kind of a joke. 

With his 2004 best-seUer The End of Faith, 
Harris found himself part of another group 
of agitators: the so-called Four Horsemen, 
a loose affiliation of atheists including 
Richard Dawkins, Daniel Dennett and the late 
Christopher Hitchens. In his 2010 book The 
Moral Landscape, Harris argues that science 
is the key (the only one, really) to understanding 
morality and well-being. Promoting 2014’s 
Waking Up: A Guide to Spirituality Without 



“You should be able to come back from anything as 
long as you can show the path you took that has 
made you a different person.” 


Religion on HBO’s Real Time With Bill Maher, 
he argued to a beet-faced, table-pounding Ben 
Affleck that radical Islam is a global menace. 
The actor accused Harris of being “gross” 
and “racist”; Harris later said Affleck was 
likely roided up from his latest Batman gig. 

A student of Buddhism and meditation, 
Harris rides through such rages with 
unnerving equanimity, as in a 2018 public 
showdown with Vox.com founder Ezra 
Klein on the debate around race and IQ. 
In a nutshell, Harris said there could be a 
link; Klein called that theory racist. (Klein 
himself sat for a Playboy Interview, with 
the same writer who spoke with Harris, for 
our May/June 2017 issue.) “To Harris,” Klein 
said in a follow-up post, “identity politics is 
something others do. To me, it’s something 



“It wasn’t until I took MDMA that I realized there 
are states of consciousness that explain somebody 
like lesus.” 
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we all do, and that he and many others refuse 
to admit they’re doing. This is one of the 
advantages of being the majority group: Your 
concerns get coded as concerns; it’s everyone 
else who is playing identity politics.” 

But whether or not you agree with Klein, 
it’s hard to deny that Harris’s priority 
and passion is the exploration of big and 
maybe unanswerable questions: Is there 
such a thing as objective moral truth? 
Are some values more valuable than others? 
And where does the dizzying advance of 
technology factor in? 

Samuel Benjamin Harris was born on April 
9, 1967 in Los Angeles. He won’t confirm 
many personal details, citing family security 
concerns, but he is happy to reveal that he 
first experimented with MDMA while he 
was a student at Stanford University and 
that he experienced a spiritual epiphany. 
He left Stanford midway to study 
mysticism and Eastern religions 
in Asia, returning to get a degree 
in philosophy in 2000. He later 
received a Ph.D. in neuroscience 
from UCLA. 

These days Harris is among a 
new breed of public intellectual. 
Unattached to any particular 
institution, platform or even 
doctrine, he lectures, writes and 
tweets wherever his millions of 
followers show up to listen. His award¬ 
winning Waking Up podcast is in 
its eighth year, and January marks the 
debut of a new series. Experiments 
in Conversation, involving a range of 
leading thinkers and a live audience. 
Harris is married to Annaka Harris, 
a mindfulness teacher and author of the 
children’s book I Wonder; they have two 
daughters. 

PLAYBOY Contributing Editor David 
Hochman, who last interviewed Planned 
Parenthood’s Cecile Richards for the 
magazine, spent a Saturday afternoon with 
Harris in West Hollywood. Dressed in a 
button-down shirt, dark blazer and jeans 
(“picture Ben Stiller as your dissertation 
advisor,” Hochman says), Harris was Zen 
calm but ready to rile. 

“Sam is a true intellectual product of our 
moment,” Hochman says. “He’s like a 
walking version of the internet, except 
without the annoying video buffering and 
pop-up ads. He harbors no regrets but 
admits to imbuing some of his arguments 
with 'alittle too much topspin.’ He can come 
off serious at first, but once he gets rolling, 
he’s dazzling as a thinker who’s fearless in 
his beliefs and also quite persuasive. He’ll 
present an idea on culture, politics or sex 
that makes you go, 'Wait—no, no.’ But 
hear him out and you often find yourself 
thinking. Okay, 1 see your point. So it made 
sense to start with a question about the 
points that people tend to miss.” 


PLAYBOY: Eor a mild-mannered guy, you 
inspire an unusual amount of controversy 
with your views, whether it’s suggesting 
that IQ might differ across races and ethnic 
groups, supporting the use of torture or 
saying you would get rid of religion before 
getting rid of rape. What do people get 
wrong about you? 

HARRIS: 1 ’m interested in how we think 
about problems and how we can talk about 
them, right? My interest in the thing I’m 
talking about is often one level removed 
from the thing I’m actually talking about. 
It’s like a meta level of interest, but I’m 
being mistaken as somebody who is just 
really interested in that thing. Let’s take 
torture: My interest is not in torture per 
se. I’m interested in ethical bedrock. Now, 
to even entertain the efficacy of torture 
brands you as a moral monster, but the 
cost of doing business in times of war 

Even when it’s 
not religiouSf 
we divide 
ourselves into 
religious seets. 

demands that we get it right. In ethical 
terms, the collateral damage of dropping 
bombs could be far worse than, say, a case 
of justifiable waterboarding. The same goes 
for the conversation about race and IQ. My 
interest is not in measuring intelligence, 
much less measuring differences in 
intelligence between groups. I have zero 
interest in that. I am concerned about the 
free-speech implications of where we’re 
going with all this and the fact that people 
like the political scientist Charles Murray 
are being deplatformed in the pursuit of 
intellectual honesty on the subject. 

The example I often use is, if we want to 
get to ethical bedrock, we should be able to 
say things like “Why can’t you eat babies? 
There are sometimes extra babies in the 
world, and they’re full of protein. Can’t we 
eat them?” This is not a conversation about 
eating babies; this is a conversation about 
how you can close the door to this idea that 
we both recognize as repellent and why we 
recognize it that way. But there are people 
out there who will say, “Hey, Sam Harris 
is that guy who wonders why we can’t eat 
babies.” 

PLAYBOY: Or the guy who once wrote. 


“It’s difficult to imagine a set of beliefs more 
suggestive of mental illness than those that 
lie at the heart of many of our religious 
traditions.” 

HARRIS: You can always find a case where 
it’s hard to see the downside to somebody’s 
religiosity if it’s innocuous, if it’s not linked 
up with any political program that’s going to 
impose misery on other people or infringe 
on their rights. But an understanding of 
the world that is based on the infallible 
word of God requires a kind of willful 
ignorance—bordering on madness — of 
history, science, common sense and 
human decency. Eor true believers it’s not 
just “It makes me feel good to pray” or 
“Honor thy father and thy mother.” They 
also believe things about the status of gay 
people or, in the extreme case, what should 
happen to people who don’t believe as 
they do. They apply biblical thinking to 
wildly complex modern problems. 
Climate change? That’s not something 
you need to worry about when you’re 
waiting for the Messiah. Granted, 
there are wonderful people who are 
helped by their religion in some local 
circumstances. I would never dispute 
that. I would simply say that there are 
rational alternatives that don’t link 
up with anything that’s divisive with 
respect to a modern understanding of 
the world. In fact, I think this problem 
of religious sectarianism is fueling the 
energy of partisanship that’s so strong 
right now in politics and elsewhere. 
PLAYBOY: So our cultural divide is 
not a problem of left versus right? 
HARRIS: Even when it’s not religious, 
we divide ourselves into religious sects. 
You’ve picked your house of worship and 
it’s very hard to see what’s wrong with 
your unshakable faith. And of course it’s all 
too easy to see what’s wrong with the other 
side, so you get into us versus them versus 
them versus them, and it never ends. 
PLAYBOY: Do you see a pathway to some 
sort of unity in the Trump era? 

HARRIS: I think there are moves to 
make, which most people now decline, 
that could make the national conversation 
infinitely more productive—for instance, 
by not attacking the straw-man version 
of your opponent’s argument as opposed 
to what we now call “steel-manning” their 
argument. You see straw-manning on Twitter 
every second, and it’s led by Trump. People 
attack your position by misrepresenting 
your argument, thereby defeating it. Steel¬ 
manning is much rarer. It’s when you 
restate your opponent’s position in away 
that he or she can’t find fault with. Your 
account might even improve their position. 
“I’m pro-choice and you’re pro-life. Let me 
tell you why I think you’re pro-life, and why 
you’re opposed to abortion.” At which point 
the person says, “You said it better than I 


INTERVIEW 61 


could ” Then you can make an argument 
against that. That’s the only place to start. 
You have to do the work to understand the 
other person’s point of view. But that’s 
almost never done. 

Something I deal with a lot is what I call 
“leftist mind reading,” where people pretend 
to understand your view or your motives 
better than you do. So no matter what you 
say, they engage in a game of telepathy— 
actually pseudo-telepathy—telling you what 
you believe even if it’s not accurate. 
PLAYBOY: You’re frequently called out by 
the left for criticizing Islam. 

HARRIS: As a set of ideas, the link between 
Islam as a religion and suicidal terrorism 
worries me. But the person on the left who 
has taken issue with that will say, “Well, 
actually, you’re just racist. You don’t like 
people from the Middle East.” Or, “You were 
born Jewish, and you’re just caught up in 
your own identity politics.” God forbid you 
utter some- thing that’s susceptible to 
the worst possible interpretation, and 
they’ll hold you to that interpretation 
no matter what else you say. There’s 
no room for “That came out wrong” 
or “That’s not exactly what I meant.” 

In public dialogue today, there’s 
no way to take your foot out of your 
mouth. There’s a lack of charity in 
these conversations, coming from 
both sides, where people want to 
hold each other in this very litigious 
way to the worst possible reading 
of whatever they say. Or worse still, 
they’ll lift something out of context to 
such a degree that it can be reasonably 
understood to have the exact opposite 
meaning of what you intended. This 
is how you score points in the new 
economy of reputation assault. Any 
blow you can land, you should land. 
PLAYBOY: But why don’t these assaults 
work on Trump himself? The blows don’t 
land. Call him bigoted or sexist or corrupt 
and his base ratchets up the support. 
HARRIS: This has been mysterious to many 
of us. Trump has managed to gather an 
audience of people who do not care about all 
the ways in which he’s obviously a morally 
damaged person. There’s something socio- 
pathic about him. He’s just malignantly 
selfish; he lies with a frequency and velocity 
we have never seen in public life. It’s not just 
that he lies; he is fundamentally hostile to 
the truth. Most liars lie in a way that pays 
respect to the norm of truth-telling so as 
to be undetected. They insert the lie in the 
logical spot where the piece would complete 
the puzzle. Trump doesn’t care about the 
puzzle. He lies and then contradicts himself 
two seconds later. If it gets pointed out, no 
problem; he just keeps moving forward, and 
something like tens of millions of grown¬ 
ups in the country, according to polls, still 
think Trump can do no wrong. 


PLAYBOY: Explain the neuroscience around 
giving Trump that pass. 

HARRIS: Trump comes out of a space in 
the brain that doesn’t represent reality. 
It’s the same space that draws people to 
professional wrestling. Trump’s base doesn’t 
care whether Russia hacked the election; 
they just like watching the wrecking ball. Eor 
the most part, these are people who think 
the system has screwed them, so any change 
is something to cheer. That’s an intuition I 
can understand. If your life is terrible and 
you locate the source of that misery—the 
media, immigrants, Nancy Pelosi—then 
disorder from a guy like Trump just feels 
like it rerolls the dice. Things can only go up 
from miserable, right? 

PLAYBOY: There’s some overlap between 
Trump’s base and yours. Right-wing meme 
lords love you and your cohorts in the 
Intellectual Dark Web. 

HARRIS: Eirst of all. I’m not even sure I 

I’m not even 
sure I could 
name who is in 
the IDW.To me 
it’s a tongue-in- 
cheek concept. 

could name who is in this so-called IDW. 
I mean, there are people who occasionally 
get mentioned as being in it whom I’ve 
never heard of or wouldn’t want to be 
associated with. But the core people—Jordan 
Peterson, Joe Rogan, evolutionary theorist 
Bret Weinstein and his brother, Eric, who 
coined the term—are people I enjoy having 
conversations with. To me it’s a tongue-in- 
cheek concept that others are more attached 
to than I am. 

The response to it is informatively 
deranged, because it has been at- tacked not 
just as right-wing but as a fascist cabal— 
like right of right. And yet I believe virtually 
everyone in the group is center or left of 
center or even well left of center. I would 
put myself at left of center. Someone like 
Bret Weinstein is as left as you can get on 
every topic. The only actual conservative 
I can think of is Ben Shapiro, and Ben 
and I disagree about almost everything. 
He’s an Orthodox Jew, he’s not in favor 
of gay marriage, and he questions climate 
change. But he’s committed to the same 


rules of intellectual honesty and to the 
same principles of charity with regard to 
other people’s positions. And yeah, some of 
my views and criticisms can definitely be 
attractive to certain people on the right who 
are looking to put another arrow in their 
quiver, but those people certainly can’t listen 
or read for very long before they become 
uncomfortable with the other things that I 
believe. 

PLAYBOY: You believe liberals are too soft 
on defending America’s borders. 

HARRIS: National borders make sense. 
Open borders would be a catastrophe. The 
moment you admit that you want borders, 
then you need a real information system 
that tracks everyone who comes across those 
borders, because you don’t want to let in 
jihadis. You don’t want to let in people 
carrying Ebola from a trip abroad. You need 
to know where people have been and why 
they were there and who they are, down to 
whether they have their vaccinations. 
And all of this, in principle, is 
coercive: It’s backed up by guns. 
There’s somebody standing there 
with a gun who is not going to let 
you jump the turnstile at passport 
control. Now, on the left, nobody 
wants to hear this. They basically say, 
“You are a racist asshole if you want 
to keep anyone out.” And if that is the 
view on questions like that, I think 
we’re guaranteed four more years of 
Trump, because at least half of our 
society has run out of patience with 
that. 

PLAYBOY: How can the left get its 
groove back? 

HARRIS: We have to become 
decoupled from identity politics 
and political correctness. There’s 
this growing assumption that you can 
voice a strong opinion about a segment 
of the population only if you are part of 
that segment. If I’m a white guy and the 
conversation turns to the topic of race and 
violence, it would be considered unseemly 
for me to offer a solution to the problem 
of crime in Chicago. That’s insane. The 
shootings in Chicago are just off the charts; 
it’s a war zone. Whatever the solution is, it 
likely has to do with generic enough factors 
of sociology and economics and policing 
that people should be able to talk about 
it regardless of the color of their skin. 
Whatever is true is true, and let the best idea 
win. But the idea that you have no standing 
to talk about these excruciating social 
problems unless you’ve personally suffered 
them? In fact, that’s exactly backward. If 
you have personally suffered these things, 
very likely you’re not the best person to talk 
about them. That’s what we mean by bias. As 
a survivor of rape, only I can talk about rape. 
Well, no, as a survivor of rape, let’s talk about 
how traumatized you’ve been by rape, and 
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we get into a very different conversation. 
Social policy is probably not best engineered 
by people who are so close to the problem 
that it has destroyed their lives. It’s all 
they can think about. They have no other 
perspective. They don’t want to hear another 
perspective. 

PLAYBOY: Isn’t the point to give voice to 
social groups that have been traditionally 
silenced or marginalized because of their 
race, gender, religion, oppression and so on? 
HARRIS: The problem is that public 
discourse is turning into an exercise in 
confirmation bias. With identity politics, 
you find your side of the argument and silo 
yourself in. It has become 
a kind of victimology that I 
describe as the unhappiest 
game of Dungeons & Dragons: 

You and all your people have 
these victim points in a sort 
of grievance Olympics. Your 
points trump other points, 
and that’s one reason we’re so 
politically dysfunctional. The 
left eats itself in a way that 
the right doesn’t. If someone 
makes the slightest misstep, 
they’re destroyed by the 
left-wing mob that is more 
woke than they are. There 
are literally cases of a Latina 
feminist lesbian professor 
not being woke enough for 
her students because she 
wants to keep teaching the 
classical Western canon. And 
this person essentially gets 
burned as a witch for not 
being left of left of left of left. 

PLAYBOY: Do you see any 
downside to the #MeToo 
movement? 

HARRIS: I’ m 100 percent 
in favor of the core of the 
#MeToo movement. There 
are guys who have been 
behaving terribly, rapists 
and criminals who should 
be in prison. And then there’s this other 
area of intolerable sexual harassment and 
crudeness for which there has traditionally 
not been much of a sanction. Now there is, 
and that’s all good, right? 

PLAYBOY: Is there a but? 

HARRIS: But there’s a lot of confusing stuff 
to work out. Where are the boundaries? 
What’s the difference between somebody 
with Asperger’s who just doesn’t know 
how to flirt and somebody who’s a scary 
harasser? That could be difficult to sort out 
in an office. We’re still trying to navigate 
in this space, but I’m worried that the 
totally rational, ethical, defensible subset 
of concerns here is now an island in a sea 
of moral panic that’s going to do immense 
harm to good people. 


There are the monsters on one side, 
where we have Bill Cosby and Harvey 
Weinstein. They belong in prison. But then 
we’ve got A 1 Franken, who maybe is guilty 
of something worth worrying about, but it’s 
definitely not what the first guys did. And 
then over here we have Aziz Ansari, where 
it’s not even clear that this was anything 
other than a bad date. Things get more 
innocuous still when somebody makes 
a joke that two years ago everyone would 
have laughed at, and now this person’s 
worried about their career. Matt Damon 
said clearly that we have to make these 
distinctions, and for that he experienced 


a tsunami of pushback, which ended 
with him apologizing: “I’m not going to say 
anything more about this ever again.” Right. 
I mean, if Matt Damon isn’t secure enough 
in his career to not have to apologize for 
a completely reasonable thing, we have a 
problem, because he should be unsinkable. 

Or let’s look at Louis C.K., one of the 
funniest comics we’ve ever had, who’s now 
dealing with #MeToo accusations. I think 
he was unlucky in the timing. Everyone was 
viewing his situation through the lens of 
Harvey Weinstein. 

PLAYBOY: Several women accused Louis 
C.K. of masturbating in their presence. Isn’t 
this another case of a celebrated male think¬ 
ing that when you’re a star you’re allowed to 
do anything? 


HARRIS: Well, unless there’s something 
I don’t understand about Louis C.K.’s 
situation, it seems nobody was coerced 
and nobody felt they couldn’t leave the 
room. Yes, the problem comes when there’s 
a power imbalance. The worst situation 
would be if he tried to do something to harm 
somebody’s career or discourage them 
from talking. That would be nefarious. But 
if you’re just talking about a guy who’s got 
this masturbation fetish and he’s asking 
people if he can masturbate in front of 
them and they say yes and he does it, that’s 
a world away from what is alleged about 
Harvey Weinstein. So then what happens 
to someone like Louis C.K.? 
Starve to death and never work 
again? 

PLAYBOY: Do you think 
Roseanne should stiQ have a TV 
job after her tweet last year 
comparing black Obama aide 
Valerie Jarrett to an ape? 
HARRIS: There it’s harder. 
There are so many variables. 
Roseanne clearly was dealing 
with some mental health 
issues, popping Ambien 
all the time. If you saw her 
conversation in the aftermath 
with Joe Rogan you know she’s 
dealing with lots of chaos. 
You don’t know exactly whose 
thumbs were on her phone. 
She also claimed quite credibly 
that she didn’t even know 
Valerie Jarrett was black. Like, 
if you google Valerie Jarrett and 
look at the photos that come up, 
it’s not entirely obvious she’s 
black. That’s plausible. For 
me, strangely, the racism here 
is in the mind of the person 
interpreting the tweet. It’s like, 
okay, so you’re saying that 
black people look like apes? 
That’s how you’re going to 
read this? Because if Roseanne 
called her a horse, I think we 
wouldn’t be having this conversation. 
PLAYBOY: But there are tropes in our 
culture that signify deeper meaning. There’s 
a history of African Americans being 
compared to apes and monkeys. 

HARRIS: But that wasn’t necessarily 
what was in the mind of Roseanne at that 
moment. Or let’s look at what happened 
with Megyn Kelly getting fired by NBC. 
I don’t know Megyn Kelly; I don’t know 
what her actual beliefs are, but she tried to 
have a conversation about Halloween and 
why you can’t go out in blackface. She said, 
“When I was a kid, you could paint your face 
if you wanted and go out as Diana Ross.” 
Apparently she didn’t know that statement 
was radioactive. The term blackface didn’t 
link up in her mind with minstrel shows 
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and all this other stuff in our culture we’re 
right to be very critical of. She just meant 
that if you’re dressing up as a character, 
light- or dark-skinned, why can’t you 
put makeup on to make yourself look 
like that character? That should absolutely 
be something we’re able to talk about 
on television. And you either have a good 
argument or you don’t. Kelly can then say, 
“No, that’s not what I meant. It’s horrible. 
The racism, the KKK—I disavow all of that.” 
Instead it becomes “You said you’re okay 
with blackface!” Even with a hostage-style 
apology, Megyn Kelly was doomed, which 
I think is wrong. I think in principle you 
should be able to come back from anything 
as long as you can show the path you took 
that has made you a different person. We 
need to have a better process for this. People 
who were murderers or neo- 
Nazis can talk about how they’re 
different now, and that becomes 
valuable in deprogramming other 
people. 

PLAYBOY: What about all these 
fallen priests accused of being 
pedophiles? 

HARRIS: That’s a super hard 
case. Pedophilia presumably has 
some neurological underpinning 
that we don’t yet understand. It’s 
interesting to notice that if we did 
understand its genetics and its 
neuroanatomy, then we could cure 
it, right? Maybe it turns out that 
every pedophile you’ve ever met 
has this special case of epilepsy, 
and if we could just zap this one 
part of the temporal lobes, they 
would be done. They might be gay, 
they might be straight, maybe they don’t like 
kids, but they feel the exact same way about 
pedophilia that you do, which is that it’s bad. 
We’ve got to solve that problem. Then we 
could just treat people and there would be 
no moral judgment at all. 

But because we’re not there, we have this 
hugely moralistic way of thinking about it. 
In the case of the Catholic Church you have 
an institution that is cynically protecting 
its reputation by moving these people from 
par- ish to parish, knowing they’re going to 
revictimize kids. You’ve got an institution 
with billions of dollars suing people into 
silence. The church is bankrupting people 
who they know are legitimate victims, 
trying to discredit them on the witness 
stand and then gloating about their success. 
We have their files where they say, “We 
won even though we knew the cases to be 
legitimate.” It’s the quintessence of evil. 
PLAYBOY: By the way, do you remember 
the moment when you determined that God 
doesn’t exist? 

HARRIS: Growing up, I was an atheist who 
didn’t know I was an atheist. I just thought 
religion was a sham and it was either crazy 


people, epileptics or liars who had managed 
to give birth to these institutions. I had read 
Bertrand Russell but didn’t know anything 
about organized atheism in the United 
States. Madalyn Murray O’Hair [founder 
of American Atheists] was not a name I 
would have recognized. But I was raised 
in a secular household where there was 
no talk of religion. I remember in my Great 
Works class at Stanford, which you had 
to take freshman year, we read the Bible. I 
remember haranguing the teacher: With 
all the great books we could read, why are 
we reading Leviticus? This is not the best 
of anything. It’s not the best philosophy; 
it’s not the best writing. It’s just ancient 
rigmarole that shouldn’t be informing our 
lives. 

PLAYBOY: Whoever wrote the Bible should 

The universe 
may not care 
about us, but it’s 
not out to get us. 
The sky really is 
the limit. 

get at least some credit for a best-seller that 
has been charting for thousands of years. 
Don’t those stories matter? 

HARRIS: The Bible is just an accident 
of history. All these religious texts are 
just books that survived. I mean, someone 
had to win. We’ve got Plato, Socrates and 
Aristotle too, but does that mean they were 
the three best minds of that generation in 
Athens? Well, not necessarily. There could 
have been three other people who just didn’t 
get written about or whose books burned 
in the fire at Alexandria. It’s just historical 
contingency how we got what we got, and 
rather than fixate on that legacy, we should 
be equipping ourselves to produce the best 
ideas that we can. There are good parts of 
the Bible, things worth keeping. The Golden 
Rule is good—let’s keep that. But that 
appeared in other places too. 

I mean, the flip side of this is you have 
to imagine how good a book could be if 
it were actually written by an omniscient 
person or deity. Forget omniscience even. If 
you and I decided today to write something 
and then broadcast it back 2,000 years, 
we could easily write something that would 


be miraculous had it been written 2,000 
years ago. But there’s nothing like that in 
the Bible. All we would need to do is put in 
a paragraph about what we currently know 
about light and its relationship to electricity, 
what we currently know about the biological 
basis of inheritance and DNA, and you 
could see in a single paragraph that it was a 
miracle. If someone finds that tomorrow in 
an urn written in Aramaic, that would prove 
that the source was a supernatural author. 
Otherwise we could be doing this with Harry 
Potter. PLAYBOY: How did taking ecstasy in 
college change your view of the divine? 
HARRIS: It wasn’t until I took MDMA that 
I realized there are states of consciousness, 
like the one I just spent six hours 
experiencing, that explain somebody like 
Jesus and what it was like to be bowled 
over by being with him. And that’s 
how you could get a religion or a 
cult. It didn’t reset my views about 
the veracity of revelation, but it 
completely changed my sense of 
what the project was in terms of 
living a good life, because I knew I 
wanted to live more that way than 
how I had intended to live before 
taking MDMA. 

PLAYBOY: What is your drug use 
like now? 

HARRIS: Very rare. I’ve taken 
some edibles for sleep of late, with 
indifferent results. But I can go for 
years without smoking cannabis. I 
drink socially. 

PLAYBOY: Would you be okay if 
your young daughters one day 
experimented with any of these 
mind agents? 

HARRIS: I wrote in my book Waking Up 
that if my daughters don’t try at least 
one psychedelic at some point in their 
lives, I would think they will have missed a 
very important rite of passage. I still think 
that’s true, though when the time comes. 
I’ll be wanting to curate that choice a 
little more heavy-handedly than I let on 
in that paragraph. I would follow Michael 
Pollan’s admonishment [from his book 
How to Change Your Mind] and take LSD 
under supervision. It is now becoming more 
professionalized, with psychotherapists 
actually doing this work. 

PLAYBOY: Were you a nerd in high school? 
HARRIS: [Laughs] No, I was successfully 
social in high school. I was a very good 
student, but I would have fun and party. 
I would get stoned on the weekends. In 
retrospect, it seems pretty balanced, though 
there was probably a little too much binge 
drinking. It wasn’t like the hookup culture 
you have now, but I had a few serious 
girlfriends. 

PLAYBOY: While we’re on sex, what’s your 
view of pornography? 

HARRIS: I’m of two minds about it. On the 
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one hand, it’s totally fine and benign. 
Obviously there should be no laws against it. 
That’s just a straight-up free speech issue. 
I’m sure there are people working in the 
industry who are not casualties of it; they’re 
just really into sex and it’s a rational way for 
them to make money. They’re not addicted 
to drugs. They’re not being mistreated by 
anybody. They have healthy relationships. 
They weren’t raped by their stepfathers. It’s 
all fine. It’s not part of the symptomology of 
some immense psychological suffering. 

And I’m sure the worst of the worst 
stories we can imagine are also true, where 
it’s about junkies getting 
their next fix, people being 
coerced into situations, sexual 
slavery. You pull up a video 
on Pornhub and you don’t 
know what you’re looking 
at. It could be somebody 
who was kidnapped. This 
industry makes money based 
on everyone’s fascination 
with sex, and you could be 
supporting the worst people 
on earth who are victimizing 
people. So that’s the reality of 
the industry. 

PLAYBOY: What about the 
user experience? 

HARRIS: WeU, there are people 
who can look at pornography 
and it can be part of a 
completely healthy sex life, 
where they have healthy 
relationships and are happy. 

Nobody sees it as analogous 
to cheating on their partner 
or diminishing their sexual 
connection. A couple can watch 
it together and it improves 
their sex life. That’s the healthy 
version, but then here are 
obviously people who are 
addicted, who can’t have 
healthy relationships. It’s a 
stand-in for people who are 
not able to navigate social 
connections. And now you have 12-year- 
olds getting their sexual education by 
randomly seeing videos of grown-ups doing 
unthinkable acrobatic and demeaning sex 
acts. There’s something there that’s worth 
worrying about. 

As with so much of technology, we’re 
running a psychology experiment on 
ourselves and we don’t know how it’s going 
to come out. It’s unnatural to have endless 
access to imagery of people. Pornography 
aside, this is something I completely missed 
in my dating life, but I don’t know what 
Tinder is doing to the prospect of finding 
meaningful relationships. It gives the sense 
that there’s always someone else behind the 
person you’re considering. It’s the paradox 
of choice, where you’re never satisfied 


because you have endless options. 
PLAYBOY: Let’s change pace and do a 
lightning round. Am I wrong for grilling up 
hamburgers and hot dogs this weekend? 
HARRIS: I think factory farming, as 
generally practiced, is indefensible. I think 
we should put economic pressure on the 
system to become as benign as possible. 
Ultimately that might mean everyone being 
vegetarian, but I don’t think being vegetarian 
is idiot-proof in terms of human health. I 
try to support the grass-fed, ecologically 
sound, cage-free version of everything I 
eat. And I’ve actually invested in a start-up 


called Memphis Meats, which is cell-culture- 
based—a so-called clean meat company 
start-up, which hopefully will get to scale. 
That would be meat that completely takes 
the animal out of the equation. You take 
a single cell from the cow that you want 
to turn into a steak—it’s literally a tiny 
muscle biopsy—and that then gets amplified 
and cultured. It’s not quite there yet. Last 
I looked, they had an $18,000 meatball, 
but apparently it tastes good and their cost 
is coming down. 

PLAYBOY: What are your binge-TV 
indulgences? 

HARRIS: Game of Thrones^ Westworld, 
Breaking Bad^ Mad Men. I like Ozark a lot. 
Darren Aronofsky, a great filmmaker, has a 
new show called One Strange Rock, which is 


basically his version of Cosmos. 

PLAYBOY: Do you have any hidden talents? 
HARRIS: I have a black belt in ninjutsu. Re¬ 
member the ninja? However, that was in the 
pre-MMA era, when almost every martial 
art was a pantomime of fake violence. The 
training was very similar to Krav Maga 
today—not entirely useless but not 100 
percent legit either. More recently, my 
midlife crisis took the form of getting into 
Brazilian jujitsu. I’m just a blue belt, though, 
and I keep getting injured. 

PLAYBOY: Kanye West—go! 

HARRIS: I was never a Kanye fan and he’s 
a bit chaotic as a political 
commentator. I do not 
understand a person who 
looks at Trump and says, “Yeah, 
that’s exactly what I want 
my president to be.” That’s a 
strange mental space to live in. 
PLAYBOY: Favorite Ben Affleck 
movie? 

HARRIS: I thought Argo was 
good. I don’t think I saw his last 
Batman movie. As you know, 
Ben and I have a checkered 
history, but I don’t have 
anything bad to say about him 
as an actor or a director. He’s 
just not a religious scholar. 
PLAYBOY: What do you sing in 
the shower? 

HARRIS: I don’t really sing. I can 
chant. Mostly it’s Hindu music. 
I can hang out with the Hare 
Krishnas. 

PLAYBOY: Let’s talk about 
mindfulness, since it’s now a big 
part of your platform. What’s 
your take on the concept? 
HARRIS: Mindfulness is about 
freeing yourself from certain 
patterns of mind so that you re¬ 
alize you are not your thoughts. 
I draw this analogy between the 
mind and kidnappers: It’s as 
though you’ve been kidnapped 
by the most boring person on 
earth and just forced to listen to this guy all 
day long. Literally, the conversation starts 
the moment you wake up and doesn’t end 
until you fall helplessly asleep at night. 
Mindfulness is an alternative to that, but 
it takes some training to get it. If you can 
notice a thought as a thought, if you can step 
back and relinquish your identification with 
that process and just notice it as a process, 
as a kind of automaticity in your mind, then 
you’re no longer a hostage. 

PLAYBOY: How is your Waking Up 
meditation app different from all other 
meditation apps? 

HARRIS: If you want to learn to meditate, 
there are half a dozen apps that will teach 
you, and they’re all well-made. My app 
is more intrusive. The real purpose of 
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meditation is to recognize something about 
the nature of your mind. In the guided 
meditations I’m trying to get you to realize 
that, for instance, there’s no self in the 
middle of consciousness. There’s no thinker 
in addition to the thoughts that arise in 
your mind. Traditionally, that has been the 
very center of the bull’s-eye in a Buddhist 
meditation practice and for practitioners. 
But it’s something you can spend a lot of 
time meditating on and not notice. 
PLAYBOY: Who is on your dream list of 
podcast guests? 

HARRIS: I’d like to talk to Ed Witten, the 
physicist other physicists will tell you is 
the smartest physicist they’ve ever met. 
Filmmaker Deeyah Khan is a Muslim 
woman who made a documentary on white 
supremacy in the U.S. She’s like Kryptonite 
for neo-Nazis because she’s a gorgeous 
woman of color those guys want to bond 
with, but then she says, “Wait a 
minute. You want to throw me out?” 

I would also consider talking to 
some quintessentially bad people 
just to see if there’s an interesting 
ethical conversation to be had. 

The Unabomber might be too far 
gone, but it would be fascinating 
to actually get into the head of 
someone like Bernie Madoff and 
try to figure out why he did what 
he did and what he thinks about 
it now. There’s a kind of uncanny 
valley phenomenon that happens 
ethically, where if you make someone 
bad enough, it’s fine to talk to them. 

Like you can interview Osama 
bin Laden or Hitler—great, no 
problem. You don’t have to waste 
time signaling to your audience, 

“Well, listen, I didn’t support 
Auschwitz.” But if you were to have Richard 
Spencer on your podcast, then you’ve given 
a platform to a dangerous asshole. That’s an 
interesting problem for me to navigate. 
PLAYBOY: What do you most want to know 
about the future? 

HARRIS: I’ m very interested in the 
revolution we’re on the cusp of right 
now with intelligent machines and the 
way they’re going to transform our life. 
I can’t wait to see the implications of the 
outsourcing and improvement of our 
understanding of ourselves as we become 
more cyborg than we already are. When I 
look at how dependent I am on my phone, 
I can’t even remember what it was like to 
arrange to meet someone in public. “I’ll 
meet you at three.” And if that person didn’t 
show up? You would call their answering 
machine and hope they’d call in to check 
their messages. Now we just expect to 
connect with everyone instantaneously. 

There are going to be so many binary 
changes like that, and I think they’re going 
to get weirder and weirder. The current 


picture of immunology, for example, is that 
we’re basically always getting cancer and 
we’re always fighting cancer. Cancer is just 
a sort of background noise problem we’re 
always dealing with. But at a certain point 
you might have nanobots detecting cancer. 
You’ll be able to look at your phone and see 
what your cancer levels are. We’II look back 
on cancer the way we now look back on polio, 
as something that was absolutely terrifying. 

The fact is, with so many things we don’t 
even know to ask the question because 
we can’t imagine what the shape of the 
answer would be. It’s not crazy to think 
that we could be among the last generations 
for whom aging is the default reality. I’m 
reasonably persuaded that you can view 
aging as a kind of engineering problem that 
can be solved. This is gerontologist Aubrey 
de Grey’s argument. We may not get there 
in our lifetimes or our kids’ lifetimes, but at 


a certain point you solve the problem. The 
universe may not care about us, but it’s not 
out to get us. And so there are problems we 
can solve that will stay solved. The sky really 
is the limit, which in that context will make 
getting hit by a bus or a flying car that much 
more anomalous and horrible. 

It’s one of the reasons I think the left is so 
poised for embarrassment—because political 
correctness and identity politics and 
victimology can’t survive contact with all 
the information that’s coming from big data 
and genetics. We’re going to be inundated 
with information about human difference, 
but politically we know what the right 
answer is. Separating ourselves by identity 
can’t matter. We know we want political 
equality; we’re anchored there. So when we 
look for mean differences in populations, 
we’re guaranteed to stumble upon facts that 
are politically inconvenient. 

PLAYBOY: Like the fact that we’re all basically 
the same. 

HARRIS: That’s right. There are just lucky 
people and there are unlucky people, and 


The truth is I m 
agnostic about 
the afterlife part. 
Certain very 
strange things 
are possible. 


we should be compassionately concerned 
about disparities in luck and trying to create 
systems that make it effortless for us to 
collaborate in ways that make the world 
better for everyone. We can’t rely on people 
to be saints or even want to become saints. 
We have to enshrine what people will agree 
to in the wisest moments at the level of our 
institutions and our laws and our systems 
so that in our weaker moments, when 
we’re selfish or bored or filled with anger 
or anxiety, we’re still running on rails and 
going in the right direction. 

PLAYBOY: Incidentally, what if you’re 
wrong about God and the afterlife? 

HARRIS: The truth is I’m agnostic about 
the afterlife part. I don’t know how 
consciousness arises, and therefore I don’t 
know if by definition it ceases when we die. 
I mean, we just don’t know. Certain very 
strange things are possible. It’s possible 
that we are in some kind of 
computer simulation right now. 
There are not-crazy arguments that 
could lead you to be open about 
that. Philosopher Nick Bostrom’s 
simulation argument is that we’re 
intelligent enough creatures to 
produce intelligent machines, and 
eventually, if we don’t kill ourselves 
first, we will produce simulated 
worlds in these simulated machines 
filled with creatures with a level of 
consciousness as it is in our human 
brains. And we’ll get better and 
better at this, and at a certain point 
simulated worlds by definition will 
outnumber real worlds—and not 
just by a small number, because 
there’s only one real world out 
there. They’ll outnumber the real 
world by trillions and trillions of 
times. So then you have to ask yourself if 
it is more likely that you’re in a real world 
or a simulated world. Then you can add 
alien civilizations, and we’re in a kind of 
computational space. Once the simulations 
get good enough, we can’t expect to know 
the difference between simulation and 
reality. That’s a way of talking yourself into 
assuming that it’s quite possible you’re in 
something like the Matrix already. If that’s 
true, well, then what would it mean to believe 
in God, and are we on the hard drive of some 
alien supercomputer? 

PLAYBOY: Either way, do you plan on being 
cremated? 

HARRIS: I don’t know. I don’t think it’s 
in my will. For some reason, I have a bias 
for burial just because I like the idea. I 
like cemeteries. I guess you could spread 
someone’s ashes, but it’s nice having a place 
where people can go to think about the 
person. 

PLAYBOY: What would you like it to say on 
your tombstone? 

HARRIS: A big number—1967 to 2267. □ 
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BUSINESS, PLEASURE AND POLITICS: 

DINO CHUA 



At the young age of just thirty-eight years old, our Mon of the Month is taking the Philippines to greater heights and unspoiled paradise. 


BY NOR SANTOS 


M ayor, businessman, airline president and tourism advocate- the multiple facets of Dino Reyes Chua personality is lavish 
enough to sweep anyone’s feet. Despite the various roles he has to play. Mayor Dino juggles his duties effectively with 
his smooth management skills. Hand in hand with his team whilst keeping his eyes on the prize, that is the promotion 
of Philippines’ tourism both here and abroad, he efficaciously serves his constituents and at the same time, helps the locals of 
the places he builds up as new tourist destinations. Thus, Mayor Dino not only redefines the dynamics of being a “politician” but 
also revitalizes the airlines business. 
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"We want to discover the undiscovered and explore the 
unexplored, like yung ibang mga routes na 'di pa ganun ka- 
sikat-we want to develop it” 


Though he traces his affinity for politics back to his family, Mayor 
Dino has always considered it to be his calling, “I think it runs 
in the blood because my grandfather used to be a public servant 
also, sa mother side ko. So, my dad came from a business family, 
Chua, Filipino-Chinese, but my mom is a legitimate Cavitena so our 
political bloodline came from my mom’s side, mga Reyes. So, my 
lolo used to be the congressman in Cavite while my other relatives 
became a mayor also. 

So I think it runs in the 
blood so kahit umiwas 
ka, talagang nasa dugo 
so there’s a calling.” 

At 23, Mayor Dino 
became the youngest 
Vice Mayor of Cavite City 
in 2004. He considers 
this as his greatest feat 
yet because at that time, 
having young leaders 
was not dominant. 

He adds that it is only 
now that Millennial 
leaders came to be since 
before, politics were 
for the elders, so it was 
surprising of you were 
young and in politics. 

He reveals that it was 
a challenging job as it 
was difficult to keep 
up with the elders 
sometimes, you’re 
misunderstood; they 
always underestimate 
you. You need to prove 
yourself and show them 
that you have something 
to add to the table." 

True to his advocacy. 

Mayor Dino spearheaded 
a clean-up drive of one of 
the beaches in Noveleta, 

Cavite, Lido Beach that 
Mayor Dino narrates. 

Lido Beach once became 
the Boracay of the 8o’s, 

It was really the tourist 
destination because it’s 
very near Metro Manila. 

He added, "For more 
than 20 years, it was 
closed for public use because it became a garbage area. It was 
restricted since the water became polluted so the chloroform level 
was high. Last year, I organized a massive coastal clean-up drive. 
"At first, no one wanted to come. What he did was to invite Miss 
Earth candidates, "Then ang darning gustong sumama. The Navy, 
the Coast Guard, the police force, barangays, iha’t ibang NGOs like 


the Free Masons and Rotary Club-we also tapped them all." For 
the sustainability, he assigned a group per week. Until after 6 
months of coastal clean-up, lumahas na ulit yung ganda niya. 
In fact, yung GMA News went to our site and took a chloroform 
test at nakapasa na kami” 

Even though Mayor Dino excels in his duties as a mayor, he 
was actually a businessman before he was even a public servant. In 

fact, he wants to consider 
himself more of abusiness 
person than a politician 
since for him, politics is 
not permanent. Before 
he joined politics, Skyjet 
was one of his business 
ventures. Ironically, Skjyjet 
was not even one of his 
plans. It started out as 
a license to operate an 
airline that was offered to 
him by a friend. He took 
the risk and bought the 
license, and expanded it 
to what Skyjet is now. His 
plans for Skyjet is for it to 
cater to niche marketing, 
“We position our airline 
to be a boutique airline 
and we want to cater to 
niche market. So hindi 
yan yung makikita niyong 
high density tourist 
destinations like Davao, 
Cebu kasi marami na sila 
diyan eh, marami nang 
flights diyan” 

He added, we 
want to discover the 
undiscovered and 
explore the unexplored 
like yung ibang mga 
routes na di pa siya 
ganun ka-sikat - we 
want to develop it and 
then grow together with 
the destination like for 
example, Batanes.” 

Between being a 
mayor, a president of 
an airline and owner 
of multiple resorts and 
hotels, the aspect on he 
wants to be most known by over-all is being an advocate for 
tourism. Mayor Dino adds, “It’s all about tourism. I want people 
to remember me as one of the catalyst to promote the country. 
Tourism, I think, is the future of the country. Kasi wala naman 
tayong ibang ipagmamalaki kundi yung ganda ng Pilipinas. So I 
think, tourism, doon dapat tayo magfocus.” B 
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SIPPING A GLASS OF FINE WINE UNDER THE STARS TO THE MUSIC OF THE 
WAVES CRASHING THE SHORE —THAT IS THE IDEAL ROMANTIC EVENING PLAN 
IF YOU WANT TO IMPRESS JAMINE WAY. 
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“FOR ME, ATTITUDE IS WHAT 
MAKES A WOMAN SEXY. " 

T he sultry bombshell residing in Cainta has 
always dreamt of going photo shoot after an¬ 
other since she can remember. Regardless of 
flocks of eager women competing for the same 
spotlight she aspires, Jam believes she can pretty much 
give the modeling world a run for its money. 

As she slowly carves her silhouette onto the pres¬ 
sure-filled and perfection-obsessed industry, she 
strives to constantly outdo herself every single time 
at events, car shows, editorial and commercial shoots, 
and endorsement deals she books. You see, she always 
had her ways of getting what she desires. 

It may come off as a surprise to know that within her 
deceiving delicate exterior is a certain kind of spunk, 
only imaginable to most. Carrying that and a good 
amount of hard work and patience, she finally reaped 
what she sowed. 

Jam signed herself up for yet the biggest and most 
memorable shoot of her life with Playboy. The 27-year 
old admitted, she has been waiting and wanting to pose 
for the magazine for quite some time now. Thus, being 
a Playmate. 

She gushed that joining this elite line-up of women 
definitely makes her bring her 'A’ game all the time; as 
to be cast with only the finest females in the industry 
inspires every aspect of her personality. Above all, her 
security. 

“It [being a part of Playboy] really helps me boost my 
self-confidence.” 

Not that she even needs it. She is one of those you 
can hardly even miss. The woman reflects a good juxta¬ 
position of subtle and intense if that even makes sense. 

For some, that may be too much, but surely most 
wouldn’t mind at all. O 
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DR. AMADEUS BARAAN 

@grandeurtraveler 


His Nikon DSLR Camera, 
power bank, sunscreen, and contact 
lenses are the components of Dr. Amadeus 
Baraan’s ultimate travel elixir. The multi-faceted 
dermatologist-tumed-blogger advised aspiring travelers to 
be open about anything—from food, experiences, down 
to people. The hotelier believes that in the grand scheme of things, 
traveling makes you realize how small you truly are in 
this world, making you grow in ways you cannot even fathom. 



FLORDELIZ 


@rodelflordeliz 


Whether he is going solo or 
part of a group, traveling is 
Rodel Flordeliz’s form of life 
appreciation on the next level. 

It is always about learning to see 
the beauty of things even on unsightly 
places for the host and TV/digital producer. According to 
him, you tend to understand things on a wider scope, not 
just about your surroundings, but most especially, yourself. 
And part of self-actualization is safety. The blogger/vlogger 
recommends getting travel insurance; minimum costs 
around Php 300 only. 

























For almost five years, Michael Macalos has been beautifully smearing the digital sphere with his stories and travels. 
The 23-year old lifestyle content creator underscored the idea of language never being a barrier for people to understand 
and connect with each other. The promising visual creative maximizes every trip with a few layers of preparation which 
include a research about the place, a detailed itinerary, and of course, a trusty camera. 




THOM DE VILLA 

@wandering.engineer 
Palawan was that one trip to remember for Thom De Villa. 
All the hassle the 31-year-old chemical engineer went through was worth it the 
moment he reached what he declares as the best destination he has been into. The 
virgin island Balaban's splendor is what makes him rally behind nature’s protection 
and conservation. At the end of the day, the travel blogger suggests that you 
owe it to the place to be responsible tourists. 
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EXPERIENCE THE WORLD OF PLAYBOY 

Playhoy.com features the latest news and articles about celebrities, Playmates, 
beautiful women, sex, culture, interviews, lifestyle, events, and more. 


VISIT PLAYBOY.COM/READER 
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KATHRINE CEE WILL MAKE YOU SWEAT, FOR SHE IS OUR MISS APRIL. 
ALLURING AND CAPTIVATING PORTRAITS OF HER WILL MAKE YOU CRAVE FOR 

HER PRESENCE. 
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‘7’M A PERSON WHO LIKES TO TAKE CARE OF PEOPLE. 

/ JUST WANT TO MAKE OTHERS HAPPY, AND / FEEL VERY 
PROUD AND DELIGHTED WHEN / SEE THEM SMILE.’' 


T he hottest flame is now set to put you 
on fire. Feel the hotness as you turn the 
pages to see her perfect and sizzling 
body curves. 

Being a playmate has been her dream and fi¬ 
nally her dream had turned into a reality. Be¬ 
coming one of the newest playmates and making 
it to our summer issue is this sultry lady with an 
irresistable 36-26-34 bod. 

Before she became our playmate, she was 
modeling in different car-shows. Being the sub¬ 
ject in every camera built her confidence to be 
bolder and better. And now with a wider audi¬ 
ence, she is ready to take another shot to show 
what she really got. 

Working with the other girls and being the 
newest playmate gave her the opportunity to 
show the other side of her. Displaying affection 
and confidence proved that she had enjoyed ev¬ 
ery shot in every angle of the camera. 

She is not just your typical girl for she is also 
a sporty chic who does surfing and loves to play 
golf. Kath also loves cooking and taking good 


care of other people. Just imagine cold mornings 
with her, serving you a hot cup of coffee. 

She also loves reading novels. This adds up to 
the few reasons why men find her even more at¬ 
tractive. 

She also describes herself as a good listener 
and a woman with grace. For her, the key to stay 
and look sexy is to be confident in everything. 

Playmate Kath also shared her ideal type of 
man, “The way he smells and knows how to an¬ 
noy me. But at the same time, can make me smile 
and love me just the way I am”. 

Kath is such a romantic; the ideal date for her 
is a dinner for two, drinking wine and dancing to 
her favorite love songs. 

She can be that woman who can capture not 
only every man’s attention but his heart too. 

Whenever she sees people smiling because of 
her, she can’t help but feel fulfilled and delight¬ 
ed. 

Fierce like a true asian queen, our Miss April 
continues to go on her beautiful journey towards 
her own destination. □ 
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The Playboy empire hit cruising altitude in the early 1970s with the Big Bunny, a private 
jetliner that embodied luxury and indulgence—and, on occasion, embraced charity 



✓ 







% 




% 


s 



\ 









Left: Jet Bunnies received extensive 
flight-attendant training. Above: A 
DC-gfanjet underwent consider¬ 
able renovations to become the 
luxury vehicle Hefner had in mind. 
Right: Sumptuous fare and com¬ 
fortable quarters were on display in 
this promotional image of the Big 
Bunny’s interior. 
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IT WAS THE FRIED CHICKEN 

that scared flight attendant Gwen Wong Wayne 
the most. Not the turbulence, or the passengers 
who drank one too many glasses of wine, but 
the dish she and other Jet Bunnies prepared 
from scratch for their boss, Hugh Hefner, on 
the Big Bunny, his personal plane. The recipe 
was simple: chicken pieces, a handful of flour, 
Lawry’s seasoning salt, garlic powder and 
dried parsley, all shaken together in an air¬ 
sickness bag and then fried. The location—a 
tiny forward galley in a DC-g jet flying at 
30,000 feet and cruising at a speed of 565 miles 
an hour— was not. Decades after her stint in 
the skies, Wayne says she always prayed they 
wouldn’t hit an air pocket that might jolt the 
plane and send hot oil spattering. 

“He liked to eat certain things,” Wayne 
remembers about Hefner, whose tastes, when 
it came to food, were famously consistent and 
unadventurous. Boxes of Twinkies were stashed 
so they’d never run out on long flights. A bottle 
of Pepsi had to be waiting for Hefner when 
he boarded (to be refreshed every hour) and a 
glass of cold milk served with his meal. Meal 
preparation was the only nerve-racking part for 


Wayne, a Playmate (April 1967) who 
had been working at the Los Angeles 
Playboy Club when she traded in her 
ears for wings and became a Jet Bunny. 

“Was it a hard job? At times it was, but also 
it was something that was just...almost like 
you have to pinch yourself to know that this is 
real,” Wayne says. 


Painted solid black with a white Rabbit Head 
logo on its tail fin, the Big Bunny was one of the 
most recognizable planes of its time. It shuttled 
Hefner and his coterie from Chicago to 
Los Angeles and across the Atlantic for excursions 
to Europe and Africa. It incited envy among other 
executive-jet owners. It acted as the brand’s winged 
ambassador, spreading the message of lust and 
luxury. Behind all the opulence—and occasional 
charitable undertakings—a flight crew including 
a pilot, first officer, flight engineer and two 
to three Jet Bunnies like Wayne worked to keep 
passengers happy and flights safe and seamless. 

The challenges of finding the perfect sky-high 
bachelor pad began almost as soon as Hefiier expressed 
an interest in having a plane. “One day in the late 1960s 
he came to me and said he wanted a large corporate jet,” 
says Dick Rosenzweig, who was then an assistant and 
eventually became an executive vice president at 
Playboy Enterprises. Rosenzweig initially looked into 
the Lockheed JetStar, the largest corporate jet available 


at the time. But when he reported back on his 
extensive research, Hefiier waved the suggestion away. 

“He said to me, ‘Oh no, that’s not what I’m 
talking about. This is going to be a flying mansion. 
And I need a dance floor and a bedroom with a 
round bed. I need something with international 
capability,’ ” Rosenzweig says. 

More searching turned up the McDonnell Douglas 
DC-9 fan jet. The aircraft manufacturer agreed to 
create a special model of the plane: a stretch version 
with extra fuel tanks that could take it across the 
Atlantic. Hefner approved the plane but wanted 
nothing to do with the standard two-aisle, 100- 
plus passenger configuration. He hired designers 
Daniel Czubak and Gus W. Kostopulos to create 
an aircraft every bit as lavish as his mansions. 

“Through the use of soft, flowing contours, 
sculptured forms and controlled lighting, we are 
shaping the interior to eliminate the tunnel effect 
you now get in a standard aircraft,” Czubak 
reported in 1968 after the plane was order. 

But things didn’t go quite as smoothly as the 
designer might have hoped. Fitting custom-made 
high-end furnishings and cutting-edge audiovisual 
equipment into a functioning mechanical 
package wasn’t easy. 

“As it was under construction, the FA A took 
a look at it and said, ‘Wait a minute, this does 
not meet our specifications,’ ” Rosenzweig 
recalls. Everything that had been done to that 
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point had to be ripped out, costing more time and 
money. From then on builders followed the 
precise weight and design restrictions set by the 
Federal Aviation Administration. Even the plane’s 
unmistakable paint scheme and array of lights shining 
on the Rabbit Head design required approval. But 
the final result was well worth the effort. 

• • • 

Taking its first test flight in Febmaiy 1969, the Big 
Bunny debuted as the world’s largest and costliest 
business aircraft, at 119 feet and $5.5 million (about 
$38 million today). Fewer than a dozen other 
people owned similarly large business jets at the 
time; their ranks included Howard Hughes, singer 
James Brown and MGM owner Kirk Kerkorian. 

Everywhere it flew, the Jet was instantly 
recognized and clamored over. Reporters invited 
aboard for promotional tours sipped drinks from 
crystal glassware and dined on Spanish prawns, 
oysters Rockefeller and sirloin steaks served on 
fine china. The plane was equipped with special 
ovens to cook roast beef and duckling, plus grills 
for crepes and waffles—not to mention fryers 
for the chicken. A fully stocked liquor cabinet 
ensured guests would stay well lubricated. 

The sumptuousness extended far beyond the 
meals. The plane included movie projectors that 
showed films in CinemaScope. Seven built-in 
screens situated throughout the Jet played color 
videotapes, at a time when only about 33 percent 
of households had color televisions. The Big 
Bunny included a disco-theque dance floor (rarely 
used, according to Wayne), a lavatory with a full- 
length mirror, a seating area where the chairs could 
transform into comfortable sleeping areas and 
even a “sky phone” for making mid-flight calls. 


The crowning glory was Hefner’s private 
suite, complete with an elliptical bed covered in satin 
sheets, an electric blanket and a striped bedspread 
made of Tasmanian possum fur. His bathroom held a 
shower with two showerheads and recessed seating. 

“The plane was really a very glamorous adventure 
for us,” says Rosenzweig, who was a regular passenger. 
“There were other corporate Jets, but they weren’t like 
that.” 

Completing the tableau were the Jet Buntnies: trained 
flight attendants chosen from among the hundreds of 
women working as Bunnies in the Playboy clubs. They 
coordinated with the pilots—hired through an airline 
company—to comply with EAA regulations and to cater 
to their guests’ every whim. In addition to passing flight- 
attendant training courses, the women followed stringent 
mles regarding their appearance and presentation. They 
dressed in Bond-girlesque outfits designed by couturier 
Walter Holmes; with the exception of their regulation Jet 
Bunny watches, no Jewelry was permitted, and wearing 
white scarves when greeting guests was required. 
Their hair was to be sleek, their makeup natural, their 


Far left: The Big Bunny was a powerful marketing tool for 
Playboy Enterprises. Bunnies, including Gwen Wong Wayne at 
left, pose by the nose of the plane in a promotional image. Left: 
Bunnies unveil the Rabbit Head design on the plane’s tail fin. 
Above: Walter Holmes (foreground) designed the sleek “wet look” 
uniforms Jet Bunnies were required to wear. 

underwear black and their behavior amiable. 

“If you go over five pounds above your ideal 
weight, you will automatically be suspended 
from flying until you have reached your 
ideal weight again,” warned the 130-page Jet 
Bunny manual. “At no time can you display 
boredom or irritability. You must be, above 
all, the epitome of a charming, wellmannered 
young lady.” 

If the standards sound impossibly high, the 
women at least felt well compensated. Eor 
Wayne, being a Jet Bunny meant taking a 
break from the even more exhausting work of 
serving in a Playboy Club —and it came with 
the bonus of travel adventures. She remembers 
being a crew member on a two-and-a- 
half-month-long trip to Europe and Africa. 
Although she worked when the plane was in 
transit, her days and nights on the ground were 
filled with sightseeing; she and the other Jet 
Bunnies were invited to every exclusive club 
that Hefner’s traveling party visited. She saw 
one of the Beatles in London, marveled at the 
Parthenon in Rome and dined on fresh fish in 
Kenya in the shadow of Mount Kilimanjaro. 

“Every place we went, it was like something 
that you read about in books,” Wayne says. “It 
was far more than I had expected, ever. It was 
the trip of a lifetime.” 

• • • 

But the Big Bunny didn’t Just serve as a fly 
ing palace. It also extended the philanthropic 
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arm of the Playboy brand. This was achieved 
through various high-profile missions, begmning 
in July 1970 with the transport of a male gorilla 
named Jack. A resident of the Baltimore Zoo, 
Jack had been promised to the Phoenix Zoo as a 
breeding companion for its female gorilla. 
But when other methods of transportation fell 
through, actress Amanda Blake put a call through 
to Hefner to request a loan of the jet. He happily 
complied in the name of primate love. 

“The flight was by no means the Tun trip’ 
the newspapers or persons might imagine. 
The whole thing was very last minute and 
hectic,” Playboy vice president and promotion 
director Nelson Futch wrote to John Dante, 
another of Hefner’s assistants, after the ape 
transfer had been completed. Futch praised the 
Jet Bunnies who worked on the flight for their 
ability to handle the situation with aplomb. “I 
am sure there are any number of young ladies 
around who would refuse to board the plane, 
even with the assurance that the gorilla would 
be ‘sedated,’ since such an undertaking had 
never occurred before.” 

In his tranquilized state. Jack spent the duration 
of the flight on Hefner’s own bed and successfully 
arrived in Phoenix to meet his new mate. 


Much more impactful was the Big Bunny's 
involvement in what came to be known as 
Operation Babylift. The Vietnam War-era 
effort to bring orphans from the war-torn 
country to families in the United States required 
more planes than the military easily had at its 
disposal. Once again Hefner offered to provide 
assistance, this time at the behest of actor Yul 
Brynner. In April 1975 the plane ferried some 40 
infants across the country, from San Francisco to 
Denver and then New York, with assistance from 
the non- profit group Friends of Children. 

“Each and every person on the plane worked 
so hard—it is a night I will long remember,” 
wrote Constance Boll, director of Friends of 
Children, in a letter to the Chicago Playboy 
Club. “Our thanks to you and all the crew you 
rounded up who helped us move the babies a 
little closer to their new homes.” 

• • • 

When the jet wasn’t busy ferrying Hefner 
between LA and Chicago, or transporting kids and 
wQdlife, other celebrities occasion- ally leased it for 
their own travels. Elvis Presley took the Big Bunny 
on tour in the summer of 1974, and Sonny and Cher 
chartered it for their international tour. Other A-hst 
passengers included Prank Sinatra, Tom Jones, 


Shel Silverstein, Roman Polanski and Rod 
Serling, creator of the Twilight Zone, who 
filmed aboard the plane. 

“The plane was all part of the Playboy dream, 
just as the mansions were,” Rosenzweig 
says. “There were people who thought, until 
Hef’s passing, that the plane was still in the 
company.” 

Despite its comfort and allure, maintaining 
the jet grew too costly to justify after Hefner 
decided to make the Los Angeles Mansion his 
primary home in 1975. Around 90 percent of 
the flights had been between Chicago and L.A., 
Rosenzweig estimates, and Hefner was no 
longer making that trip on a regular basis. And 
so the Big Bunny was sold, first to Venezuela 
Arlines, then later to Aeromexico. It continued 
its service as a commercial aircraft—albeit 
without the black paint job—until 2004. 
After the plane languished for several years 
in disuse, its fuselage was finally donated to a 
park in Queretaro, Mexico in 2008. 

The iconic plane and its sophisticated, proficient 
Jet Bunnies had helped Playboy Enterprises reach 
new heights. Long after the jet was grounded, 
the winged symbol of sex and prestige lives on 
as a reminder of the Playboy fantasy. □ 
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Mais oui! French siren Maelys Garouis invites you on a 
sun-splashed joyride through Provence 
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FICTION BY T. JEFFERSON PARKER 


The desert sky was vast and salted with stars. Bill 
stepped away from the telescope so Margo could 
look. The telescope was powerful and expensive, 
a present from Margo to Bill on his Goth birth¬ 
day, the month before. He lifted the bottle of wine 
from the hood of the Jeep and poured some into 
their glasses. Bill took a sip and looked at his wife 
standing at the tripod, her back to him, her hands 
out and away from the delicate instrument, which 
tracked the chosen target with a computer and a 
silent motor. Margo leaned slightly at the waist. 
White summer dress. Thick brown hair. She was 
still shapely and Bill felt lucky to have married 
her those 30 plus years ago. He had never fully 
believed that he deserved her, though she was an 
occasional challenge. 

“I wonder what that is,” she said. 

“Where?” 

“Out over the hills.” 

He looked and saw nothing. It was just before 
10 o’clock and the fierce Mojave heat was gone. Bill 
took another sip of wine and felt the thankful¬ 


ness come over him. Their health was good. Their 
children were on their own now, both doing well. 
The LAPD pension was ample. They still owned 
their longtime Simi Valley house, and their rent¬ 
ers were dependable. 

The new job out here in the desert was every bit 
as challenging and goofy as he had hoped it would 
be. Police Chief Bill Overlake of Majestic, Califor¬ 
nia, population 378 humans, 12 horses, 10 to 20 
dogs not counting wild ones, and six burros. The 
job kept him active, brought in money, and got 
him and Margo away from Los Angeles. But they 
were still close to Las Vegas, where their son Zach 
and his family had settled, close enough to L.A. for 
visits and shopping, and close to the Sierras for 
fishing. And they were living under the clear Mo¬ 
jave sky for stargazing, the newfound pleasures of 
which had surprised them both. 

“I don’t see anything but stars,” said Bill. 

“I’ll sic the computer on it. Satellite I bet.” 

“Plenty of those.” 

“Spying on us,” she said. 
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“That’s just the media scaring people, 
honey. Fear sells.” 

“I have nothing to fear because you’ll 
protect me.” 

“And serve. In any way you want to be 
served.” 

“I know what that means, Mr. Billy Goat. 
No lights on that UFO, whatever it is.” 

“No lights. A smuggler?” 

“Maybe. Slow, for a plane. Either that or 
it’s further away than it looks.” 

“Let me see.” 

Margo stepped away. “It’s tracking per¬ 
fectly. This computer is something.” 

Bill settled into gazing position, his wife’s 
perfume and faint body heat still lingering 
near the aperture. He saw the movement, 
something dark suspended within the larg¬ 
er darkness. It was shapeless from here, 
flying low and slowly and, to Bill’s eye, in a 
straight line, east to west. Then it appeared 
to turn toward them. He watched for a mo¬ 
ment to make sure he was seeing it right. 

“Coming this way now,” he said. 

“What is it?” 

“I still can’t tell.” He watched it moving 
closer. 

Things like this—small, unusual, unexplain¬ 
able things—were part of what made star¬ 
gazing what it was. Meteors and satellites. 
Weather balloons and UFOs. He lifted his 
face from the telescope for a moment and 
peered naked-eyed toward the low sky over 
the hills and saw that some of the heavenly 
points of light were going out then coming 
back on as something passed between them 
and him. Eye again to the scope, he saw it 
was closer now. 

“Bill, is that a motor I hear?” Her ears 
were better than his now, after his years at 
the range, qualifying for the job and shoot¬ 
ing on the team. 

“Oh wow,” he said. “It’s a fixed-wing some¬ 
thing-or-other. It looks like a glider. Weird, 
though, without the lights.” 

“There it is! Way out there. And I do hear 
a motor.” 

“An ultralight? A drone? This tracking 
computer is amazing, Margo.” 

Bill watched the craft coming toward 
them. The engine groaned distantly. It 
didn’t sound strong enough to keep some¬ 
thing that large aloft. Now that it was closer 
he saw that the underside was pale and 
faintly, icily blue, like moonlight. The wings 
were long and wide and the body slender. 
It looked lighter and less sub- stantial than 
an airplane, but larger than the Predator 
drones he’d seen, not clunky like an ultra¬ 
light, but graceful. And now that it was no 
more than half a mile away. Bill’s birthday 
telescope revealed the faint, flickering lights 
inside a bulbous faceted head and the four 
missiles—two under each wing—fixed tight 
to the body. “Damn thing’s armed,” he said. 
“Gotta be dummies. Am I seeing this right?” 


“I swear to God it’s coming lower. Bill. 
And right at us.” 

“I hear it now.” 

“I’m afraid. What do we do?” 

“Honey, don’t.” 

Margo was quicker to fear than her hus¬ 
band, so he often found himself acting on 
her fear rather than by his own calmer 
nature. But it was important to keep your 
spouse feeling pro- tected and served. A 
30-year L.A. cop learned that. And so far as 
the food chain went, he was right up at the 
top. Awareness, not fear. Prepa- ration, not 
worry. Cool, not hysteria. 

“We better do something. Bill.” 

“Give it five more seconds.” 

“Why? And then what?” 

“Okay, okay—we’ll play it safe, Margo. 
You hustle away from here the same way we 
came in. Careful with the knee. Pind some 
cover, hide and wait. I’ll take the Jeep the 
other way then circle back and get you. Go 
now. It’s okay.” 

She looked at the thing, then back at him, 
wide-eyed. “I love you. Bill.” 

“I love you. We’ll laugh about this later.” 

He watched her run up the two-track 
they’d come in on, brown hair bouncing, 
elbows in and forearms up. 

When he looked up toward the hills again 
he was surprised how much closer the 
strange, unlit craft had come. He felt that a 
truth was dawning on him, but he wasn’t 
sure exactly what truth it was. 

Bill grabbed the tripod and swung open a 
rear door and dropped the instrument onto 
the back-seat, its legs still splayed. When 
he shut the door the wine bottle teetered 
and the wineglasses shivered and Bill back- 
handed them off the hood and into a creo¬ 
sote bush. He got in and started the engine 
and looked at Margo. She had already put 
some good distance between them. As if she 
felt his eyes on her, she glanced back mid¬ 
stride and Bill laid into the horn to say I love 
you too, then threw the shifter into drive 
and gunned it into the flat dark desert. 

The desert was not as flat as it looked. 
The Jeep sat up high, and the faster he went 
the harder it jolted and jumped when it hit 
the mounds of dirt and rocks and bushes 
and cacti, only to plummet gut-droppingly 
into the soft low pockets of sand. He tried to 
steer around such things, but soon he was 
going too fast to avoid anything. He shot a 
look into the sideview for Margo: nothing 
but bouncing black earth. He roared up 
a hill- ock, and when he cleared the rise, 
the pale blue underbelly of the aircraft 
squared itself in his rearview mirror. Shit, 
he thought. But good. On me. Margo okay. 
He charged across the small plateau, down 
the other side and back onto the flats, the 
airborne thing still glued to his rear- view, 
unvarying and slowly closing, maybe a quar¬ 
ter mile back. 


Bill hit a sand flat. He wondered if 
his Jeep—it had the big V-8—might just 
outrun the lumbering device following 
him, so he floored it. The tires dug in then 
rode higher and true as he accelerated. But 
when he turned for a quick look, the flying 
machine was closer than he thought. Then 
the Joshua trees were whizzing spikily past 
him, as if they’d jumped in from the dark¬ 
ness, and he cranked the wheel to miss 
the closest one. This sudden turn aimed 
him toward another bladed tree just a few 
yards away, which he managed to only clip 
with the grille of the Jeep, but that left him 
braking and sandplowing toward another 
tree that he hit broadside. The heavy tele¬ 
scope hurtled through the windshield and 
slammed into the tree as if to protect him 
from it. 

He got his autoloader from the glove 
box, jacked a round into the chamber and 
climbed out. Through the spined canopy 
above him he could see the plane, drone, 
phantom, whatever it was, humming 
steadily in on its course. He leaned back 
against the Jeep, raised the .40 caliber, 
found a space in the Joshua tree limbs and 
held a little ahead of his oncoming target. 
Squeezed off three rounds. Bill had been 
part of the LAPD shooting team and he was 
used to the idea that bullets went where he 
made them go. After the third shot, when 
nothing at all happened to his target. Bill 
realized what a stupendously useless idea 
this was, throwing bullets against a flying 
monster in the black of night. He held a lit¬ 
tle higher and fired off three more rounds 
anyway. 

Against all odds—but in keeping with his 
faith in a higher and beneficent power—at 
least one of the bullets must have hit its 
mark. Because Bill saw a quick puff of white 
smoke, then a red ember—a small explo¬ 
sion. Had he hit a fuel line? Sparked a fire? 
Then the ember sprouted a white tail and 
streaked across the sky toward Bill. It came 
very fast, then much faster. Bill raised his 
sidearm to the flaming, smoke-tailed devil, 
settled into his shooter’s stance and gauged 
his lead. 

• • • 

Margo saw the fiery descent of the rocket 
and heard the explosion. A lump of orange 
light rose from Bill’s direction. She was in 
the middle of the Mojave Desert, bent over, 
hands on her knees, breathing rapidly. Not 
so much as a boulder to hide behind. Not 
a tree. Not even a low spot for cover. Eaint 
and far out, the mother ship banked into a 
neat pale-bellied turn, and came straight 
toward her. 

She turned and ran. Ran with all her heart. 
And more. Legs so heavy. Stars and tears. Tears 
and stars. Bill. Zach and Jan. Sound of the 
engine coming. And her own breath bellow¬ 
ing in her ears, roar of life, in and out. 
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Sucking air, she slowed and stopped and 
turned to see. It came. Half a mile out? 
A quarter? The orange dome of flames still 
glowed in the east, now tipped in black. She 
went to one knee and picked a rock off the 
ground, a round throwing-size rock. She’d 
pitched softball in college, partial schol¬ 
arship, high 60s on a good day. She was 
feared. When the missile bloomed silently 
she stood to face it, cradling the stone be¬ 
fore her in both hands—as she used to do 
on the pitcher’s mound—ready to windmill 
her arm and shift that weight to her rear 
leg. Just before the delivery she would tell 
herself: You can’t hit me, you can’t hit me. 
She waited, her arm now a sling against this 
Goliath. 

• • • 

Forty-eight minutes later, just after 11, the 


little convoy came barreling across the des¬ 
ert on a faint two-track. A truck-mounted 
crane bounced nimbly on oversize tires de¬ 
signed for desert warfare. A railed flatbed 
dually came next, its cargo hold containing 
two crude wooden trunks, reinforced with 
metal bands, the size and shape of coffins. 
Bringing up the rear was another flatbed, 
empty. These three vehicles were chrome¬ 
less and painted matte black, and the win¬ 
dows were dark and nonreflecting. Leading 
the charge was a short, low-slung, big-tired 
sand buggy with a roll cage and two pow¬ 
erful headlights, and a warning whip now 
curved backward with speed. Matte gray. 
The driver, in a ball cap and goggles within 
the cage of his speeding vehicle, played 
back and forth across the sand, rhythmi¬ 
cally, like a downhill skier, his gloved hands 
relaxed on the wheel. 

When the narrow half-road dwindled to 
nothing, the vehicles all slowed and spread 
into the desert and picked their way for¬ 
ward. They went to the carcass of the Jeep 
first. The big crane lifted the twisted, smol¬ 
dering, sand-dripping body high into the 
air and swung it onto the empty flatbed. 
Two men and two women in desert camo 
and combat boots worked a large olive tarp 
over the husk and ran nylon ropes through 


the grommets and cinched it down. Then 
another tarp, crossways, and another pass¬ 
ing of the rope up and over. Two other men 
in camo stood and watched. The dune-bug¬ 
gy driver paced, occasionally checking his 
watch. He wore jeans and cowboy boots, the 
ball cap and an untucked work shirt. 

Next they collected the body of the man 
and put it in one of the trunks, then closed 
the lid. They found flashlights and spread 
out unhur- riedly away from where the Jeep 
had been, light beams crossing and un¬ 
crossing, picking up things from the desert 
floor and dropping them into orange plastic 
buckets. Two of the men had long-handled 
metal detectors. When they were finished 
they hoisted their buckets into the flatbed 
that contained the remains of the vehicle, 
then three of them pulled leaf blowers from 


the other dually. They trotted out as far aas 
their search had taken them, started up the 
blowers and backed across the desert floor, 
erasing their footprints from the surface, 
all the way back to the vehicles idling in the 
moon-brushed darkness. The dust formed 
a cloud. 

Within minutes and half a mile, they 
boxed the woman and slid her into the truck 
bed beside the man. They collected and swept 
her area too. Another, smaller, dust cloud 
formed. Then the vehicles trundled out the 
way they’d come in, same order, nonre- 
flectingly, vanishing a few pixels at a time 
into the east. 

2 

Eight miles away and deep in the AlphaNeu- 
tronica compound, surveillance analyst Di¬ 
xie Willoughby sat in the theater and moved 
her gaze from monitor to monitor, left to 
right, then back, down a row and across 
again, like reading. An old yellow Labrador 
slept on his pad beside her. 

It was quarter to 10 at night and she was 
almost two hours into her shift. There were 
60 monitors in all, arranged in six tiers of 
10, forming the front wall of the theater. 
Dixie sat at her workstation, centered to 
the screens and 20 feet back. The top three 


rows of monitors were dedicated to exterior 
surveillance, not Dixie’s favorite, because 
really nothing much happened outdoors in 
the middle of the Mojave Desert, especially 
in the punitively hot summer. The bottom 
three rows showed live feeds from some of 
the homes and businesses of tiny Majestic, 
just five miles from here. The citizenry had 
no idea that they were being watched and 
recorded like this, which was the whole 
point. Dixie thought of the unknowing peo¬ 
ple as friends, and sometimes—jokingly, of 
course—of herself as their Queen. It took 
her 

66 seconds to read all 60 screens—out of 
boredom she’d timed herself. 

But she had been trained by AlphaNeu- 
tronica to miss nothing, and that is exactly 
what she missed. So far, the summer’s 
exterior highlights were coyotes running 
down jackrabbits, foxes hunting kangaroo 
rats, desert tortoises lumbering around in 
what looked like loneliness and some inter¬ 
esting little snakes that could glide under 
the sand without digging a hole. Once she’d 
seen a car park and the people inside begin 
to mate. He was a middle-aged man with 
plump hairless knuckles, and she a young 
woman, both of them eager. They were dis¬ 
gusting. 

Dixie’s Talon-2 autonomous unmanned 
airborne vehicles featured fourth-genera¬ 
tion Owl surveillance clusters. The Talon-2 
was technically still in development, but 
the marketers were already taking orders 
worldwide. It could deliver real-time, high- 
res video of, say, a sand snake—a foot long 
at best— from 35,000 feet away. 

As the name said, it was unmanned, thus 
no onboard pilot needed. And because it 
was autonomous, the Talon-2 required no 
remote pilot either. No human required to 
fly its mission, once the programming was 
done. A flying machine with a mind, liter¬ 
ally, of its own. Or so the designers liked to 
say. Employees of AlphaNeutronica were 
forbidden to call an AUAV a drone—ever, 
under any circum- stances, even to friends. 
A company spokes- man was once fired for 
using the word in an interview. Neverthe¬ 
less, AlphaNeutronica was known within 
the military industry as the world’s larg¬ 
est manufacturer of drones and strategic 
nuclear weapons. 

The dog on the floor beside her extended 
its legs in a quivering stretch and took a 
noisy deep breath without waking up. Or¬ 
well was a world- class sleeper. Dixie was 
about to turn her attention to the much 
more interesting interior surveillance 
screens in Majestic when something on 
screen eight, top row, caught her in- fallible 
eye. At first it looked like one of the light- 
hungry moths or beetles that occasion- ally 
got into the room. But Dixie saw that the 
motion was part of the feed. A vehicle had 


HE RAISED THE .40 
CALIBER, SQUEEZED 
OFF THREE ROUNDS. 
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just entered Sector NW-i, the northwest¬ 
ern bound- ary of AlphaNeutronica’s sur¬ 
veillance grid. As programmed, the Talon-2 
hovered and Owl zoomed in. Zoomed again. 
Using the controls on her console Dixie 
overrode the Owl sensor ball and came in 
even tighter. 

She saw a late model Jeep, black and 
white, with a light bar on top, speeding cra¬ 
zily across the desert. She recognized the 
vehicle and driver—the recently hired Ma¬ 
jestic police chief Bill Overlake. For some 
weeks now Dixie had observed Bill and his 
wife out here at night, their little telescope 
set up, drinking wine and talking about 
whatever old married people talked about. 
No sign of her now. Margie? Maggie? Bill 
and his wife seemed like nice enough peo¬ 
ple. Dixie had seen them at the Roadrunner 
Cafe, and at the Red Face Trading Post, buy¬ 
ing newspapers and coffee. Bill was sure in 
a hurry now. With the Owl zoom locked in 
at maximum, Dixie could see the sweat on 
Bill’s face, saw him glance up at the rear¬ 
view, his expression grim. 

She pulled back to see what was behind Bill 
Overtake, but suddenly all 6o surveillance 
monitors went dark. 

Great, she thought. The most inter¬ 
esting thing all night, now a blackout. It 
was probably one of the occasional unan¬ 
nounced black- outs engineered by Marcus 
Spahn himself and later revealed to be part 
of cybersecurity coun- termeasures. In that 
case, the monitors would be back online in 
a few minutes. 

Dixie sat in the screen-darkened theater. 
The lights and air conditioning were still 
on. Orwell had sensed the change, so he 
plodded over and looked up at her, his face 
filled with sleepy devotion. Dixie bent over 
and rubbed the back of one ear, then the 
other. He crashed to the carpet with plea¬ 
sure, tail tapping. 

To Dixie, there was something beautiful 
about the unconditional love that Orwell 
gave her. Dixie was six feet three inches tall 
and full-bodied. For most of her life she had 
been told she was hulking, so she thought of 
herself as hulking. She embraced her hulk- 
ishness by wearing loose black clothing and 
big black Dr. Martens boots that looked 
as if they were made for moonwalking. 
She stood up straight. She had dense black 
hair that formed a kind of privacy screen 
around her pleasant face, a peaches-and- 
cream complexion, and blue eyes behind 
nerdish glasses. 

She swiped her employee card at the exit 
and waited for the door’s complex unlock¬ 
ing sounds to finally resolve. When the 
door closed behind Orwell the same sounds 
locked them out. 

In the lunchroom, security guard Nelson 
was pouring coffee while guard Weber sipped 
his own, looking through the steam at Dixie. 


“The monitors are all down,” she said. 
“Spahn probably. I just made coffee.” 

“No, thanks. I’m going outside.” 

“It’s a free country.” 

“That’s funny, Weber, considering what 
we do here.” 

Through the coffee steam she caught his 
look, a perfect security guard’s combina¬ 
tion of humorlessness and suspicion. 

She went outside and upstairs and stood 
at the railing of the employee patio, looking 
down at the AlphaNeutronica compound 
below and the dark desert beyond. There 
were a few lights on in Marcus Spahn’s be¬ 
loved lethal autono- mous unmanned aerial 
vehicle annex, where the armed, autono¬ 
mous crafts were designed and assembled. 

Dixie saw people moving around down 
there, most unusual for this time of night. 
Then she heard vehicles starting up. “What 
do you make of all that, Orwell? What’s Mar¬ 
cus up to now?” 

Could be anything, she thought. As Alpha- 
Neutronica’s top test engineer, Spahn had a 
hand in most projects. But the LAUAVs were 
his babies, and very little was known about 
the LAUAVs outside of Spahn’s elite team. 
The Lethal Team. They were a happily arro¬ 
gant crew. Marcus Spahn was darkly hand¬ 
some and he knew it, and he hired unrea¬ 
sonably attrac- tive people too, so that you 
didn’t need to ask if any one of them was 
LAUAV; it was pretty much written on their 
faces. 

Although there was something genu¬ 
ine about Spahn’s face, in Dixie’s opinion. 
Not that she saw him up close very often. 


Surveillance analysts, grade three, such 
as Dixie—and other lesser players here at 
AlphaNeutronica—were not even close to 
cleared for LAUAV annex access. Her em¬ 
ployee badge would literally set off alarms if 
she tried to swipe her way in. And the whole 
annex was surrounded by butt-ugly, desert- 
rusted, 10-foot-high chain link anyway. The 
beautiful, swashbuckling LAUAV people 
had their own mess hall and kept their 
own hours. For days, sometimes weeks at 
a time, they’d all be gone—out at the fabled 


proving grounds, or perhaps in meetings 
with AlphaNeutronica founder Dr. James 
Vermange in his Nob Hill mansion, Tahoe 
compound or San Marino estate. 

Now something unusual was afoot down 
in the annex. She heard idling vehicles and 
thumping sounds and low sporadic voices 
that were carried back to her by the dry des¬ 
ert breeze. Curt voices. Serious. Someone 
in charge. Spahn? Hard to say. Going? Go¬ 
ing where? Too bad her monitors were all 
out or she could just sit back and watch the 
show. Then in the dim moonlight Dixie saw 
the convoy heading down the LAUAV-only 
dirt road toward the LAUAV-only gate in 
the LAUAV-only chainlink fence that sepa¬ 
rated them from the rest of AlphaNeutron¬ 
ica and the world. 

• • • 

One hour and 40 minutes later Dixie’s moni¬ 
tors were still nonoperational but the Lethal 
Team was on its way home. In the break 
room she looped Orwell’s leash to a table leg, 
clocked out for her break and took the back 
stairs down to avoid Nelson and Weber. She 
stayed within the desert blackness as she 
made her way to-ward the LAUAV annex. 

Of course the Lethal Team area was ver- 
boten, but one of the gates was often left 
unlocked by scofflaw employees. And she 
knew that if she could find Spahn before 
one of his underlings threw her out, he just 
might let her know what all the excitement 
was about. She believed this because, in the 
exactly six times that she had made eye 
contact with Spahn, his peaceful-looking 
gray eyes had held her gaze with steadiness. 


curiosity and—she thought—interest. 

Her lucky night. She closed the gate quietly 
behind her and followed the path toward the 
compound. The vehicles were shutting down 
and doors were opening and closing and 
short bursts of conversation came from the 
central terminal—an enormous metal barn 
with four rolling metal doors along each 
long side and small windows set at eight feet 
to admit sun- light and defeat the curious. 
Now only minimal light from inside. 

She stopped in the solid darkness, short 


SHE HEARD IDLING 
VEHICLES AND LOW, 
CURT VOICES. 


116 PLAYBOY PH 


of the weak terminal light. She saw princely 
Spahn and two of his knights in conversa¬ 
tion. Saw two Lethal Teamers pulling down 
tarps from a charred vehicle standing on a 
flatbed. A Jeep. With a star-shaped outline 
on the door where an emblem had appar¬ 
ently melted off. Light bar half severed, half 
dangling. 

Dixie’s heart dropped. She backstepped 
farther into the dark, then circled to one side 
of the building and came up close. Darkness 
and dirt under her boots, the mumble of 
voices in- side. She crept to the edge of the 
raised roll- ing door. A good view from be¬ 
hind them now: two grim-faced men she’d 
seen but never met, handing down a coffin¬ 
like box to two other men she’d seen but 
never met. Spahn and the others watching. 
The box didn’t look heavy, just big. Then 
another. When the boxes were resting 
side-by-side, Spahn opened them. The lids 
stayed up on hinges. 

Dixie turned her back to the metal wall, 
stood still as she could. Felt the big booms 
of her heart and wondered if the people in¬ 
side could hear them too. If that wasn’t Bill 
Overlake’s Jeep, and Bill and Margie, Mag¬ 
gie, shit, Mrs. Overlake inside those boxes, 
then what? Who? 

Suddenly an argument erupted inside 
the terminal. Voices loud, then louder. Dixie 
could hear Spahn talking over them. “A ter¬ 
rible accident is still an accident,” he said, 
but one of the women yelled that right and 
wrong mean something too. 

Voices she could not identify: 

“We should have left them out there.” 

“We sure as hell can’t take them back!” 
“The DoD will cover us if we come clean.” 

“I will not spend the rest of my life in 
prison.” Then Spahn again in a booming 
voice: “This 

is the cost of freedom! There are always 
mis- takes in science. You know this. We all 
came here with our eyes open.” 

The argument ended as suddenly as it 
had begun. An eerie silence. Dixie risked 
a peek inside and saw almost exactly what 
she had imagined seeing: the eight Alpha- 
Neutronica employees standing in a semi¬ 
circle around the two open boxes, heads 
bowed at this strange service. 

• • • 

She clocked back in from her break, saw 
that she’d overstayed the allotted 30 min¬ 
utes by six minutes and 18 seconds. She un¬ 
hooked Orwell, knelt and stroked his fine 
heavy head. She felt like she was in a dream 
she could not escapefrom. Everything fa¬ 
miliar but everything changed, everything 
wrong. 

Back in the surveillance theater Dixie 
put on her black cardigan against the ag¬ 
gressive AC, then sat heavily in her wheeled 
task chair. Orwell collapsed with a humpf. 
Her monitors had come back to life and 
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she watched the black night on them. Third 
tier, second from left: kangaroo rat. Bottom 
tier, third from right: owl. She was too dis¬ 
tracted to even care about her human Ma¬ 
jestic friends, oblivious as they were to her. 

Her shift would end at six A.M. and wild 
horses couldn’t drag her from duty before 
that appointed hour. Her duty was her life. 
So she sat there, replaying every second, 
every frame of the past hours. She believed 
that Spahn was smart, and the others were 
smart too, and that they would find a way 
to destroy the evidence of their accidental 
homicides. Of a policeman and his wife. 
Nice couple. She believed the DoD and CIA 
would probably move heaven and earth 
to protect their interests here, their pro¬ 
grams, their people. As would James Ver- 
mange, bil-lionaire recluse owner of Alpha- 
Neutronica, the world’s largest purveyor of 
drones and strategic nuclear missiles. As 
would the president, if the president knew. 

And as for her, hulking Dixie Willoughby, 
grade-three surveillance analyst offering her 
devotion and her life to this Republic? 

Who was she to defy them? 

Why should she defy them? 

And if she were to defy them, how? 

• • • 

She finished her shift, collected Orwell and 
punched out. Waved to Nelson and Weber. 
She drove the private road ahead of the 
soon-incoming day shift, which started at 
7:30. She passed the village for AlphaNeu- 
tronica em- ployees, a sun-blanched little 
hamlet of mod- ular homes that smacked 
of military-base housing. Small market and 
stores. High prices. A park with swings for 
the kids. Scaled-back “express” fast-food 
franchises. The employees who lived there 
called themselves AlphaNeuroticans and their 
home Neurotica Acres.Dixie’s address was 
12 Sam Colt Drive. 

She drove past Neurotica Acres, took the 
highway north into the hills where she liked 
to hike and hunt rocks with Orwell. It was 
sere and forbidding land, wind-contoured 
boulders and sharp, shivering plants, but 
it was beautiful too, especially at sunrise, like 
now, and at sunset. 

She walked slowly because Orwell was no 
longer young, and the early-morning tem¬ 
perature was already in the high 70s. And 
because she, Dixie, though 28, no longer felt 
young, as of last night. 

As she crunched along, Dixie thought of 
Ma- jestic’s 378 human citizens she had se¬ 
cretly observed for the last two-plus years. 
None of them yet suspected they were hu¬ 
man lab rats, so expertly hidden were the 
tiny interior cameras and so utterly silent 
the AUAV observations made from far 
above. She was quite fond of most of her 
people, in spite of their faults. She wanted 
what was best for them and often spent her 
long graveyard surveillance hours imagin¬ 


ing what she would do for certain Majesti- 
cans who just needed a little help. Such as 
Lance, the mentally retarded teenager who 
ran off into the desert for days at a time, 
collecting odd objects to bring back home 
to his disabled war-vet father. What about 
a better pair of boots for him? And a new 
TV for Cathy, the ancient, lonely baseball 
fan whose television was failing. There 
was Bethany, the cute blackjack dealer who 
commuted all the way to Las Vegas and 
most nights cried herself to sleep in her 
faded yellow trailer. A tough case, that one. 
And others. In away, she loved them. It was 
an invisible, noninvasive, impersonal love, 
but didn’t that count? 

She had no siblings and no friends, re¬ 
ally, except her very preoccupied UCI 
Med Center parents—Dr. Mom in Neu¬ 
rosciences and Dr. Dad in Hematology. 
Some distant cousins back east, God knew 
where. People in general annoyed and dis¬ 
appointed her. Men so self-obsessed and 
women so angry yet desperate. She just 
felt too big and clumsy and conspicu- ous. 
Hulking. She had Orwell, her job and her 
modular home in Neurotica Acres—and 
that was about it. 

She sat on a smooth rock and let the ris¬ 
ing sun heat her face. Closed her eyes and 
conjured to mind every time she’d seen, in 
person, gen- tie Bill Overlake and his sweet 
wife—name of Margo, thank you—and how 
they’d seemed like two parts of the same 
animal. She’d seen them in reality only a few 
times. Said hello once outside the Roadrun- 
ner Cafe, once in the Red Face Trading Post. 
Waved from her car at them, pulling out of 
the gas station. She’d observed them unde¬ 
tected in their own home, of course, a hun¬ 
dred times or more—kitchen, living room, 
bedroom. Never watched them in intimate, 
hygiene or potty moments. Ever. 

For some reason—well, she knew ex¬ 
actly what the damned reason was—those 
memo- ries of the Overlakes hurt her now, 
deeply. Because she knew the Overlakes 
would never, ever be alive together again. 
However, the scalding truth was: When 
she’d had the chance, just what had she of¬ 
fered them, these newcomers to this vast 
and hostile land? Two hellos and a wave in 
passing? Secret surveillance? A faulty pro¬ 
totype weapon to blow them off the face of 
the earth while they stargazed? 

She opened her eyes. Orwell had found 
the shady side of her rock and lay on his 
side. 

Dixie got out her phone and powered it 
up and found her voice recorder app. 

“My name is Dixie Willoughby,” she be¬ 
gan. “I am a grade-three surveillance ana¬ 
lyst at AlphaNeutronica. Something hap¬ 
pened last night at our R&D compound out 
by Majestic. Everything I’m about to tell you 
is true.” O 
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PLAYBOY UPDATE 




6IVESBACK FOUNDATION 

Playmate of the Year 2018 Maine Eugenio visited Eleart 
of Mary Villa with her advocacy to help and empower 
women, especially the single moms. The chosen charity 
aids those women who have been abandoned throughout 
their pregnancy; those who have been raped; and those who 
wanted to adopt. 
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PLAYBOY NEWS 

UNCOVERED 



Playboy sparks a powerful message 
alongside the release of its 65th anniver¬ 
sary issue last December 2018. 

The special issue narrated how the 
magazine evolved into the publication 
powerhouse that it is to¬ 
day, after more than six 
decades of serving its avid 
fans. 

According to the letter 
addressed to its readers, 

Playboy became the av¬ 
enue for writers, artists, 
and photographers to ex¬ 
press themselves with 
total freedom, and away 
from all the taboos about 
sex. 

After its first launch on 
the newsstands in 1953, 
the magazine went through 
time and conquered un¬ 
imaginable ways. 

Playboy believes that 
it can keep up with the 
changes and continuously 
push boundaries, espe¬ 
cially this year. As it aims 
to start a new beginning, 
the magazine admits to 
being a work in progress. 

The piece shed a light 
on Playboy being more 
inclusive, stretching and 
redefining tired and 
frankly sexist definitions 
of beauty, arousal and 
eroticism, as well as com¬ 
mitting to the democrati¬ 


zation of pleasure which equates to be¬ 
ing steadfastly sex-positive and fight¬ 
ing abuse, harassment and discrimina¬ 
tion in all its forms. 

The magazine also underscored aware¬ 


ness for gender equality and sexual health 
issues, advocating for civil rights and 
speaking out for the public good as intrin¬ 
sic to its purpose. 

The 234-pager expressed the repre¬ 
sentation of Playboy’s 
vision of the world, a 
place for everybody and 
everybody to experience 
delight, surprise and 
joy—emphasizing that 
freedom is meaningless 
if only enjoyed by a privi¬ 
leged few. 

The letter added that 
Playboy will continue to 
introduce new voices, 
in front and behind the 
camera and will remain 
as bold and provocative 
as ever on pictorials. 
It also revealed that 50 
percent of the editorial 
staff now is women. 

Playboy ended the said 
letter by urging the read¬ 
ers to stir the discussions 
about sex, pleasure and 
freedom. 

Included in this issue 
are personalities Sam 
Harris, Roxane Gay, 
Stormy Daniels, Taraji 
P. Henson, Ezra Mill¬ 
er, Edwidge Danticat, 
Sloane Crosley, Mar¬ 
ius Sperlich, Chuck 
Palahniuk, Blaise Cepis 
and Trevor Paglen. 
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We take a trip—this time, down memory lane. Playboy Philippines toured the majestic 
Thunderhird Resort, Poro Point in La Union for its first travel issue back in March 
2010, with the even more majestic Tanja Winheim on the cover. 
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